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wor thy to take the Book, and to open the Seals 
thereof For thu waſt in, and haſt We 


deemed us to GOD by thy Blood, Rev. v. 9. 
The Chriſtians were ufed to meet together, 


and ſing an Hymn to Chriſt as to God. 
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CO L LECTION | 


HYMNS. 


HYMN TI. 


\ Deareſt Saviour whoſe I am, 


At thy pierc'd Feet (I Nu 
And fit me hs nk = 


2 Naked I ſee myſelf, and mind} 
How I have-us'd Thee ill; 


A Sinner truly poor. and bling, 
Vet lo! Thotilawt me 


I raiſe my Eyes and ſee what Smart, 
What Grief I put Thee to; 
And yet ('tis ſtrange) it heals my Heart, 
While I thy Anguiſh view. 
I know my Sins prepar d the Wood, 
F The Nails, nl. Whips, and Spear ; 
Which tare and flew my Lord my God, 
* drew ao nar | 5 
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3 I know that ev'ry Stri —_ 

And ev'ry Pang he | 
And ev'ry Grief till he was dead, 
Was my Deſert and more. 


6 This makes me at his Croſs deſign 
Io ſit and ſee and prize, 5 
That loving Lamb, that GOD of mine, 
That wond rous 8 | 


HYMN I. 


HE Lamb is lain, how freer s the Sound! ? 
What Fountains are in ev'ry Wound! 
Thoſe Streams that thence ſo freely flow : L 
Will waſh the Sinner white as Snow ; 
What ſtrange Diſeaſes will they cure? 
What Med'cine are they for the Poor ? 17 


2 What makes theſe Springs ſo choice and good, 
Is very rarely underſtood ; 
Some taught of GOD, and very few 
The ſecret Cauſe and Reaſon know ; 
Namely, becauſe the Lamb is GOD, 8 
From whence divinely runs the Flood. 5 


3 Had he not dy'd, we all had been 
Now loſt in Unbelief and Sin; 
But while he dy d upon the Tree, 
He bear content our Miſery, . 
Our Chaſtiſement, our Guilt and Blame 
Was laid upon the ſpotleſs Lamb. 12 
4 His Robes he ſtain d with ſcarlet Hue, 
With num' rous Sins, tho“ none he knew, EZ 
And meekly ſtood, while on his Head | 
Our Sins were charg d, our Follies laid: | 
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And dy'd a Sacrifice to move 

Our Guilt to whom he bear ſuch Love. 
5 Thus black with all bis People's Hurt 

He weeping ſtood in Herod's Court; 

A purple Robe he wore to ſnew, 

Our Sins we hence on him might view ; 

Then laid the Robe afide, a Sign 

Our Crimes were laid in Blood divine. 


6 Him then the Spirit juſtify'd 
From all that had his Garments dy d; 


Himſelf he ſanQtify'd, that he 


_ Might ſanctify his "Family - 
Our Sins made his, he buried where 
Went in the Thorns, the Nails, the Spear. 


7 For ever Sin, and Death are ſlain, 
(Thro' the Redeemer's Sweat and Pain) 
| Offences and Tranſgreſſions fall, 
The Saviour triumphs over all! 
Brings Righteouſneſs e erlaſting in, 
And makes by Death an End of Sin. 


$ Lift up ygpr Heads eternal Gates, 
Riſe ev'ry Heart, the Bidegroom waits, 
Let in the King of Glory, he 
Who ſhines in yonder Majeſty ; 
Open my Heart, and let him there 
Abide and make a Houſe of Prayer. 


— 
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HYMN III. 


1 HANKS to the Lamb J once was dead, 

But now alive to GOD am made; 
Thanks to each bloody Wound of his, 

The F ountains whence flow all my Bliſs; 


 E $94 Thanks 
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Thanks to the Lamb who felt ſuch Smart, 
When many Sorrows tore his Heart. . 
2 Four thouſand Years he meekly view d, 
The human Race in all their Blood; 
The Sight drew Pity from his Breaſt, 
While they were thus he could not reſt; 
Since the firſt Day the Earth was fram'd, 
Himſelf he their Redeemer nam'd. 


3 Thus ſlain was he for his Ele, 
From the Beginning in Effect, 
And when the latter Days appear'd, 
In which the Prophets had declar'd 
A King ſhall reign, a Son be giv'n, 5 
A Saviour, then he came from Heav'n. 


4 Then (as it him behov'd) put on | 
A Servant's Form and wore it down, 
Becauſe the Seed was Fleſh and Blood, 
Of ſuch was made the Son of GOD ; 
'Thus to himſelf he reconcil'd 3 
The World, and ranſom'd ev'ry Child. 


5 He died, and down his Spirit went, 
(One End for which he here was ſent) 
And Death and him that had its Pow'r, 

He ſpoil'd and down their Ramparts tore 
Then roſe, and glorious thro' the Sky, 
Captive he led Captivity ! 


6 The Saints from righteous Abel view'd | 


Our Sawiour ſweating Drops of Blood, 

And how with Pow'rs and Thrones he ſtrove, 

Saw him prevail, and ſang above; FT: 
How in bis Fleſh he made a Shew 

Of Pow'rs of Darkneſs ſpoil'd below. 


7 They ſaw the Serpert's Head receive 
A Wound from which he can't revive, 


And 


2 I fing how much his Soul endur'd, 


nd | 


A Collection of Hymns. 7 
And ſhouted thro' the Midſt of Heav'n, 
The Blow, the promised Blow isgivn ! 
Maſter (the Lamb) of all Things now 
He ſoar d, and left the Shades below. 
8 Hail (ſing the Seraphs Company !) 
Hail mighty Lamb who deign'd to die! 
The bluſhing Thrones and Cherubs too, 


Unworthy his dear Wounds to view; 
Behind their Wings their Faces hide, 


And ſing his War, and how he dy'd. 


9 The living Creatures full of Eyes, 


The Saxrzowr hail to Paradiſe, 


And all the Elzers ſacred 'Throng ö 
Fall down, and make his Death their Song ; 
While full twelve Times twelve thouſand tune! 
Their Virgin Lips to praiſethe SON. 
10 O when I think or hear of this, 
Hou tbirſt I to partake their Bliſs, 
To ſtand among th' admiring Crowd, 
And ſee the Nail- prints and the Blood! 
While all adore the matchleſs He, 
I'd ling, This Lamb was ſlain for me. 


HYMN IV. 


I | Sing of one who martyr'd was 
5 Under Tiberius Cæſar's Reign: 
Whom Pilate ſentenc'd to the Croſs, ; 
Whom Jeaus by wicked Hands have lain. 


When bound how firm, and meek he ſtood ; 


When ev'ry Chain, and ev'ry Cord, 5 
W rung his dear Hands, and ferch'd the Blood. 
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2 5 4 Co lection of Hy u 8. 
3 The Heathen and the Hebrcꝛus join, 
The honourable Men and mean; 


Princes and Kings, and Prieſts combine 
To put his righteous Soul to Pain. 


4 His fav'rite People (tho' his own, 
When unto them he came) proſeſs d 
They never knew God had a Son, 

And ſo deſpis'd him like the reſt. 


5 To theſe the Traitor Judas came, 
And to their Hands his Lord betray'd : 
Preſented to their Rage the Lamb, 

And heap'd more Sorrows on his . 


5 Then to the Smiters turn'd he meek, | 
Who {mute his Cheeks and tore his Hair, . 
The Plenxwers alſo tlow'd his Back, | 
Their Scourges made long Furrc:s there. 


Naked they made the Savicur ſtand, 
Yet cover'd with Diſgrace and Blood ; 
Then for a Sceptre in his Hand, 
They forc'd a Reed, and mocking ſtood. 


# Conſtant he bore the Shame, unmovy'd © 
: At all the Inj'ry to him done; 
For yet ev'n thoſe that mock'd he lov'd, 
And took their Blows, and rail'd at none. 


5 A Crown of Thorns (the dire Effet 
Of Sin and Death) he patient wore ; 
A Robe they gave him, this he deck'd, 
With Drops of 'Tears, and ſacred Gore. 


0 Dat rais'd ſtill greater Griefs to know, 
| His Body to the Croſs they bound; _ 
His Hands and Feet the Nails bor'd through, 
Vile Men derided all . 
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11 Men ſaw, but hid away their Face; 
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His Friends far off ſtood looking on; 
None help'd, nor could, for all their Race 
Had finn'd, and all their Pow'r was 5 gone. 


12 At laſt, 'Tis Aniſb d, loud he cry d, 


And ſoon departed back to Heav'n; 
Confirm'd the Things for which he dy d, 
Confirm'd our Peace, our Sin forgiv'n. 


oy He dy'd, and countleſs Armies view'd 


Their Maſter breathe his lateſt Breath, 
And ſhouted while he (roll'd in Blood) 
O'ercame the Pow'rs of Hell and Death! | 


14 He dy'd, but lives for evermore 


| Lives i in his Saints, and on the Throne : 2 
This is the LAMB whom I adore! 
This is the Man I fing alone. 


15 Let my right Hand her Art forget, 

F Erel another praiſe beſide, 
Or ceaſe to ſing his bloody Sweat, 
His Griefs and Pain, and how he dy d. 


16 Live JESU> ! ever live and reign, 


Exalted far o'er ev'ry Name 
Live, O deſpiſed Nazarene! 
Exalted GOD, and bleeding LAMB J 


— 


11 ee N v. 


EAR wounded Lamb I thirſt to taſte that 
Flood 


Thy Side aFords of Water and of Blood. 


2 I never can ceaſe crying till I ſee 
Thou haſt both liv'd and dy'd for finful me. 


A 5 zi 
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3 J have Delight (in vain) and Solace ſought 
In many Things fave Thee, but found it not. 
4 Scarce I heard of Thee, but! ſtraitway knew 
Thou wert the only Thing I wanted ſo. 
5 Some of thy dear Diſciples ſpread thy Fame, 
BW I heard it, and cry'd out, 1 want the Lamb. 
6 Others may feed on huſky Things like Savine, 
But I ſhall hunger till the Lord is mine. 
7 I want him to remit my Sin, and ſhew 
He has my ſpotted Soul made white as Snow. 
8 I want him for my Robe, my Spirit's Dreſs, 
O JESUS, Mafier, be my Righteouſneſs. 
9 Deſcend (and if thou can't) make thine Abode, 
With my poor Heart, and there reveal thy Blood, 
10 Icannot, O dear Sawieur, with Thee part, 
I pray Thee, Lord engrave me on thy Heart. 
11 Lord. I beſeech Thee ſhew thy Glory now, 
Bleſs me, or elſe 1 will not let Thee go. 


HYMN VI. 
1 Hope our Sawiour don't forget | 


| His Child is left behind ; 
He ſure obſerves me at his Feet, 


And bears me on his Mind. 1 
2 Doſt Thou not deareſt Lamb if GOD? | : 
Miethinks thou anſwer'ſt ſweet, 
Thy Name is on my Hards with Blood, 1 
Ad graden on my Feet. 1 


3 Thou 


A Collection of Hymns 11 
Thou Sawicur wilt remember me, Os, 
Thou wilt, thou ſurely wilt; 


Foe Thou, my Lord, on yonder Tree 
Didſt bear my Sin and Guilt. 


4 The Pain which Thou haſt there endur'd, 
Will put Thee ſtill in Mind, 
That I, for whom thou ſuffer'dit Land, 
Am left to roam behind, 


HYMN vn. 


1 Fa all our Sawiour's Friends agree 
To ſpread his Righteous Fame abroad, 
1. | To ſay how 2 the bloody Tree, 
0 Ns᷑e reconcil'd the World to Gad; 
The Lamb our perfect Sacrifice, _ 
Adore and praiſe thro Earth and Skies! 
2 Be Songs immortal made to him 
Who late in our Behalf engag' d, 
Who, that he might us Men redeem, 
War with the World and Satan, wag 'd, 
And fought, and has the Battle v on; 
Salvation to his 5 Fans alone! 


HY MN VIII. 


LOOD of the very bleſſed Lamb, 
What Wonders haft thou wrought ! J 
Kedeem'd poor Sinners from their Shame, 

And many thouſands hought. 
Well may the Souls in Peace arriv'd 
On Canaar's happy Shore, 
Who when below this Blood believ'd, 
J 'The F ountain now adore ! 


nou 
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1 Collection of Hymns. 
2 By Blood converted, they confeſs 
The Myſt'ry, round the Throne, 
And ſing, Our Saviour made our Peace 
Ey Blood, and that his own: 
Nor mention ought the thankful Train, 
But how his precious Blood, 
When he for ſinful Man was ſlain, | 
_ Hath brought them nigh to God. 


3 He voſb'd away our Sins, they cry, 
Py his own Blood and we 


Are juſt, and ſanfiify'd thereby, 
And get the wiftory. 
y ſhedding of his Bleod we * 0 
Remiſſion of our Sin; 
And Peace with God and Heaw'n obtain, 
Aud all that is therein. 


1 Ten thouſand Bleſſings ſtill aſcend 
B through- bor'd Feet, . 
And Thanks be giv'n, the Sinners Friend, 
For all his Wounds and Sweat. 8 
Let ev'ry Tongue confeſs to thee, 

And every Knee be bow'd, 
Who bare our Sorrows on the Tree, 

And waſh'd us in his Blood, 


HYMN M. 


HOU firſt- begotten Son, 
Sinleſs, and born alone; 
Without th' Impurity, 
We have in us each one, | 
W hen firſt the World we ſce ; - 
Sinners from the Womb, 
We thro' One become, 
Sinners to the Tomb. 


2 Yet 
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2 Yet we believe in Thee, : 
Who on the Bloody Tree 
Waſt torn with Whips and Spear; 
Nail'd naked up that we 
Might by thy Death be clear, 
v'd and juſtify'd 
_ Waſhed in thy Side, 
Made thy Church and Bride. 
3 Then theſe two Things confeſs 
With Joy our dear-bought Race, 
That we thro' one Man fell, 
Thro' his Unrighteouſneſs, 
We are poor Sinners ſtill ; 
 Thro' the Saviour ſlain, 
His good Works and Pain, | 
Righteous are our Train. 


HYMN x 


1 TT T7 HEN thou dear Saviour did'ft aſcend, 
oY My Hoſts, thy Father ſaid, attend, 
And worſhip ye my Son. 
With loud Acclaims of Joy they view'd, 
Ador'd, and round Thee ſhouting rode, 
10 thy exalted Throne. | 
2 Shall we thy Triumphs e er forget? 
Shall we not worſhip at thy Feet? 
And kiſs each bruiſed Part: 
With Angels forc d, we Sinners gaze, 
And mingle weakly in thy Praiſe, 
O LORD with all our Heart. 
3 We ſing Redemption, wond'rous Deed 
How I hou didſt in the War ſucceed, 5 


14 A Collection of Hy uxs. 
When roarin Legions ſtrove ; 
And countle's iend⸗ conſpir'd to rend 
Thy holy People from thine Hand, 
The People of hy Love. 
4 Thy Company to Thee betroth'd, 
With Thee her ſpotleſs Linnen cloath'd, 
| Bows down and thankful ſings; 
We join thy Bride, and bow and bleſs, 
And Jeſas Vittry pleas'd confeſs, 
Almighty King of Kings. 
5 Dear Saviour with a grateful mind, 
Whate'er of Thee we hear or find, 
We own with joyful Tears; 
And thank Thee ſaying, Live and reign 
Thou GOD, whom thine own Love hath Jain, 
: | Above the bigheft Spheres. 
6 Well nigh two thouſand Years ago, 
= _ Opprels d with all our Sins didſt hou 
hy Throne dear Sewzeur leave; 
Wag'd War with him more ſtrong than we, 
And Captive led Captivity, - 
And did thy People ſave. 


HYMN XI. 
HE Dottine of our dy1 ing Lor 4 
The Faith he on Mecurt Caly? ry ſeal'd, 
We ſign; and every ſted faſt Word 
Within his Teſtament reveal'd, 


We firm believe; and curs'd are they 
Who add thereto, or take away. 


2 And now, before this awful Crowd 
Ot Brethren Militant on Earth: _ 
Before the Fi born Church with GOD! 
Wie hearty own the Second Birtb. 
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We conſtantly conſent to this, 
Who hath not Chriſt, is none of bis. 


3 Alſo to Blood, we this maintain, 
That none are Righteous, no not one, 
But thoſe for whom the Lamb was ſlain, 
Who re juſtified by Faith alone; 
And TH in his Name believes, 


Himſelf, and all Chriſt hath receives. 


4 Our Works and Merits we diſclaim, 

We trample on our Righteouſneſs ; : 
Our holieſt Actions we condemnm 

As Dung and Droſs; and this confeſs, 
They are but Sand, who hui dt thereon 
Denies, and ſlizhts the Corner-Stone. 


5 No other Doctrine dare we hear, 
But, CHRIST ⁊ one our Saviour is: 
To all beſide we ſtop our Ear, 
And ſpun as dang reus Herefies: 
This Truth to Death will we proclaim, 
There is no Sacicur but the LAMB, 


6 Be is the only Lerd and Ged ! 

The Fulneſs of the Three in One: 75 
His Name, Death, Righteouſneſs, and Blood, 

Shall be our Glory, this alone: 
His Godhead, and his Death ſhall be, 
Cur Song to all Eternity ! > 


On Him we venture all we have, 
Our Bodies, Souls, and Spirits too: 
None will we aſk beſide to ſave, 
Nought but the Sai will we know: 
This we {ubſcribe with Heart and Hand, 
| Reſolv'd, thro' Grace, by this to ſtand. 


8 This now, with Heaven's reſplendent Hoſt, 
We eccho thro the Churches Bounds ; 


And 


—ͤͤ a 
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And midſt the Heathen make our Boaſt, 
Of our Redeemer's Blood, and Wound : 

And loud, like many Waters join! 

To ſhout the Lamb, the Man Divine! 


9 By this our Mark will we be known, 1 
In Head'n, and in the Earth Abroad. hs 
That ev'ry Doctrine we diſown, 
And every Faith, and every Goa, e 
But Chri Emmanuel, and that 1 11 
Which e his Blood and Death. | 


—_— 


HYMN XII. 


1  NComelet us join, | Þ + 
Together combine, fl * 
To praiſe our dear Saviour, our Maſter Divine. 


2 Him let us adore, SET | 
N Wöbo cover'd with Gore, | 
Late hanged on Calv'ry, both wounded and poor. 


3 Heworthy is bleſ'd —& | ; 
By Sparits at Reſt, 
- Who once in this his Godhead confeſs” d. 


4 The Heavenly Spheres, 
þ Who ſaw him in Tears, 
b Yea every ſtrong Angel, his Perfon reveres. 


5 The Prophets who told 
[i His Sufferings of old, 
[ Sing now v ſweet Thankſgivings on Pſalteries of Gold, 


| 6 The Fathers to whom 
ä ; He ſhew'd he wou'd come, | 
| Now in his Pavilion, 1 p their long Home. 


7 The 


5 Glory, * Honour, let all ſay, Amen. 
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7 The Spirits of Men, 
Who for him were ſlain, 


From Abel the Righteous, ſhare now in his Reign. 


8 Th' Apoſtles who ſtood 
| Reſiſting | to Blood, 3 
For 7ejui's Goſpel, rejoice in their GO D. 
9 The Confeſſors too, 
Them proſtrating low, 


| Eaſtdown their bright Mitres, and thankfully | bow: 


10 O Church of the Lamb, 
_ Here met do the ſame, 


= With Saints and with Angels, bleſs 7: 2 ' Name: 


ui My Soul bear a Part, 
For ranſom'd thou art 


By Jes Blood. ſhedding, his Burial, and Smarts. 


12 To him that was ſain, 
The ſcorn'd Nazarene, 


HYMN XII. 


B Ehold, the loving Son of God 
Stretch d out upon the Tree, 
Behold him ſhedding f forth his Blood, 

For all of You and Me. | 


2 O what a Myſtery is chis! 
The nail'd Emmanue! view! 8 
How hath he left his Realms of Bliſs, 
To bleed for me and you! 


3 Why is his Body rack'd with Pains, 


And wrung with keeneſt Smart, 
Why flows the Blood from out his Veins, 
Why torn with Grief his Heart? 


4 Al 


18 4 Calaction of Hrs, 


4 All Righteouſneſs did he fulfil, 
Do din did ever know, 

He never thought nor acted ill, 

Why was he wounded ſo? 


5 Alas! I know the Reaſon why : 
Our num'rous Sins He bore, 
This caus'd his bitter Agony, 

This wounded him ſo ſore. 


6 But hence our Confidence begins; 
For we may boldly ſay, 
That thus by bearing all our Sins, 
He took them all away. 


7 Our God is fully reconcil d, 
Our God is fatisfy'd, 
| Each Sinner now may be his Child, 
Since Jeſus bled and dy d. 


8 How highly God his Death did prize, 
No Sinners Tongue can tell ; 


It was a pleaſing Sacrifice, 
How ſweetly did it ſmell ? 


Come then, each needy Sinner, come, 
If you'll accept he'll give; 

But let him, and he'll lead you home, 
Whoever will, may live. 


— 


HYMN X1v. 


1  Lood of the venerable Lamb ! 
My Heart nought elſe can ſay ; 
ie" tis by that, and only that 
My Sins are e waſh nay. 


2 Tis 


Tis 


6 O! it exceeds Be- heſda far, 5 
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2 Tis with that Blood that I am bought 


From Curſe, and Death, and Hell; 


"Tis with that Blood I'm ſanctify'd, 


Made meet in Heav'n to dwell. 


Z Then what but Blood ſhould fill my Heart, 


Since *tis by Blood I live? 
Since *tis the Gift the Father ſent, 
When he his Son did give. 


4 Twas by his Blood the Son me bought, 


For me Salvation gain'd ; 
And not me only, but all Souls 
Of ev'ry Age and Land. 


5 Then come, ye Sinners ! come and dis 
Ihn ſeſu's precious Blood, - 

Till cleanſe from finful Leproſy, 

And make all freſh and good. 


And Fordan's River Stream, 
And Silaam's Pool; and all Things elſe ; 
Come Wag and ney be clean. 


66 


HYMN xv. 


aid 3 


And his dear Bride, | 
Is all my Joy; 


_ Neughtelſe my Thoughts employ ! 
His Blood has waſh'd me d 
From Sin; 


Should he appear, 


I'm not in Fear; 
My Debts are paid, 


| And full Attonement made. 
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2 But till he come 
And fetch me home, 
Low at his Feet, 
With holy Shame I'II fit : 
And hearken to his Voice, 
| Rejoice, 
And praiſe the Name 
Of * bleſt Lamb, 
Who for me dy'd, 
And brought me to his Bride. 


3 O Lamb, thou know'ſt 
I could not boaſt | 
Of ought I'd done; 

las thy Free. Grace 1 
Which ab me, ſinful — 


From Pain, 
And gave me Place 
Among thy Race; 
Where thou art Head; 
of whom could much be faid, 
HYMN XVI 
Ome let us join our chearful "I 
With Angels round the Throne; 


Ten Thouſand Thouſands are their — 
But all their Joys are one. 


2 Worthy the Lamb that yd, they em, 
To be exalted thus 
Worthy the Lamb, our Li ly, 
For he was ſlain for us, * r 


3 Jeſus is worthy to receive 
Honour and Pow'r divine; 

And Bleflings more than we can 8 ve, 
Be Lord, for ever thine. 
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4 The whole Creation j join in one, 
To bleſs the ſacred Name 
Of Him that fits upon the — 
And to adore the Lamb. | 


— 


HYMN XVII. 


\ Ear Lamb from everlaſting lain, 
Thou Servant of thy Croſs's Train, 
Our Soul's kind "Huſband Thou; | 
We fall down humbly at thy Feet, 0 
And cloſe embrace them as tis meet, 
As cloſe as Faith's ſure Arm can do. 


2 Weak little Babes, tis true we are, 
Poor Sinners, but redeem'd and clear: 
And of that Quinteilence, 
Which from thy Wounds doth richly flow, 
We all have drunk, and feel, and know 


—_ 


The quickning Power of God from thence, 


3 This the Saints Strength and Refuge ſure, 
That our own Doings, vile and poor, 
Are not the means to move 
The Lamb, our deareſt Friend thro' Blood, 
Grace to beſtow and every Good; 
He's wonderfully preſs'd by Love. 
4 And now we nothing can reply, 
But at thy Feet aſtoniſh'd lie, 
And afk Can't be, God's Son, 
'That thou vile Slaves by Birth ſhould free, 
And, what 1s more than Liberty, 
Should'ſt deſtine them a Crown and Throne ? 


| 5 This gives us raviſhing Love's Smart, 
Like melting Wax: we feel our Heart, 


As 
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As Duſt aſham'd we hide; 
Tears from our Eyes moſt freely flow, 
And nought elſe will we ever know, 

But that a Lamb was e 


man xvul 


: ; Rant, i in the Bottom of my Heart 
| 9 Thy Name and bloody Tree 
May ſparkle ev'ry Day and Hour, 
That I may joyful bee 
In the ſame Form to me ap 
Wherein for all my N 

Thou willingly upon the Croſs 

To Death Thylelt did bleed. 


— 


HYMN XIX. 


E S US! allPraiſe is due to Thee, 
7: That thou wert pleas d a Man to be 
A Virgin's Womb Thou didſt not ſcorn, 
And Angels ſhout to ſee Thee born. 
2 Theeternal Father's only Son 
Takes up a Manger for his Throne : 
The everlaſting Sov'reign Good 
Aſſumes our feeble Fleſh and Blood. 


He on a Woman's Lap now lies; 
He who the World's Foundation laid 
Is now alittle Infant made. 


4 The Son, th' Almighty God confeſs'd, 
In his own World becomes a Gueſt : 

| And therefore poor on Earth he came, 

| That we might all * Riches claim. 


3 Whom Earth could not contain, nor Skies, 


5 The : 


a 3 
h 
he 
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5 The everlaſting Light we view 


Giving the World a Luſtre new, 
His Beams diſpel the —_ Night, 
And make us Children of the Light. 


6 For us theſe Wonders He hath wrought, 


To ſhew his Love ſurpaſſing Thought ; 
For this we all will joyful be, 


And thank him thro' Eternity. 


1 TT ESU, my Light and ſure Defence, 
My Life, my Joy, my Confidence ! 
Thy bloody Sweat my Cordial be, 
Thy Bonds procure my Liberty. 
2 The Strokes upon thy Back and Face 
My Scars and Marks of Sin eraſe; 
Tay Shame, Reproach, and thorny Crown, 
Theſe be my Glory and Renown. 
3 Thy parching Thirſt and Cup of Gall 
Refreſh me when [ faint or fall; 


Thy loud and agonizing Cry, 
Muy Paſſport be whene'er I die. 


4 Thy Five dear Wounds torn wide for me 
* My Rock-Holes and my Refuge be, 
Where like a Dove I may withdraw 
Safe from the helliſh Vulture's Claw. 


— * 


HYMN XXI. 


ö kak. Lamb, O Lamb, 


With Eyes of Flame, . 
2 Taiahii. 19. Rev. vi. 15. e 


i 
__— 
4 
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So griev d, pee foloval 


So throughly pro 


My Heart's not mine, not mine; 
 *Tis Thine ; 
My Lamb, once lain, 
Thy Croſs, Thy Pain, 
'Thy Blood, Thy Toll, | 
Have claim'd it for their —_ 


6 


HYM N i XXII. 


1 OOK up my Soul, ind fro thy Gott 


Nail'd ted on the Tree; 
N his Grace, and praiſe his Love, 
Which brought him there for thee. 


2 Behold his pierced Hands and Feet, 


His Body ftain'd with Blood ; 
The Thorns, which crown'd his ſacred Head, 
Increas'd the Crimſon Flood. 


3 Thoſe Wounds, and Bruiſes, Blows, and Stripes, | 

He ſuffer'd in thy Stead, ö 

With all thoſe Scoffs and taunting Jeers, 
Were given him whilſt he bled. 


4 What Pain and Sorrow, Cries and Tears, 
What bitter Agony 
Did he endure, to ſet me free 
From endleſs Miſery ! 


« Here by thy Croſs, Lamb, will I tay 


Since this was done for me ; 
I'll look, and look, and look a 
Till my whole Heart loves 8. 


uu ux 


ipes, 


M N 
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0 more with wembling Heart I try 
A Multitude of Things ; 


Still wiſhing to find out that Point 


From whence Salvation ſprings. 
My Anchor's caſt ! caſt on a Rock, 
Where I ſhall ever reſt 


x From all the Labour of my Thoughts, 


And Workings of my Breaſt. 


What is my Anchor? if you aſk ; 
A hungry helpleſs Mind, 


Diving, with Mis'ry for its Weight, 


Till firmeſt Grace it find. 


What is my Rock? "Tis Jeſus Chriſt, 
Whom faithleſs Eyes paſs o'er ; 


Yet there all Sinners anchor may, 


And ne'er be ſhaken 1 more. 


— 


27 


HYMN XXIV. 


Sure my Soul's Anchor may remain, 


1 he Wounds of Jeſus, for my Sin 
Before the World's Foundation lain ; 
Whoſe Mercy ſhall unſhaken ftay, | 
When Heaven and Earth are fled away. 


Father, Thy everlaſting Grace 


Our icanty Thoughts ſurpaſſes far: 


1 hou melt'ſt with Parent's Tenderneſs, 


Thy Arms of Love ſtill open are; 


Thy Heart o'er Sinners can't but break, 


V tether thy Grace they ſlight, or We * 
B __ 


ow I bave found the Ground, wherein - 


5 


— —— r 
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3 O Love, thou bottomleſs Abyſs! 
My Sins are ſwallowed up in thee ; 
Cover'd is my Unrighteouſneſs, 

From Condemnation now I'm free; 
While Jeſu's Blood, thro? Earth and Skies, 
Mercy, free boundleſs Mercy cries. 


4 With Faith I plunge me in this Sea; 
lere is my Hope, my Joy, my Reſt ! ' 
|  Hither, when Hell affails, I flee, 

I look into my Saviour's Breaſt ! | 
Away, ſad Doubt, and anxious Fear! 
Mercy is all that's written there. 


5 Tho' Waves and Storms go o'er my Head, 


one, 

Tho 2 be whither d al, and dead, 
Tho ev'ry Comfort be withdrawn; "Hp 

Stedfaſt on this my Soul relies, 

Father, 'Thy Mercy never dies. 


6 Fix'd on this Ground will I remain, h 
Tho my Heart fail, and Fleſh decay; 
This Anchor ſhall my Soul ſuſtain, 
3 Earth's Foundations melt away; 
's full Pow'r I then ſhall prove, 
Lord ws with an everlaſting Love. 


A 1 , P 
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1 Y MN XXV. 


TNſpotted Lamb if G 0 D, 
All over ſpread with Blood; 
Whoſe Hands were wounded fore 
On the accurſed Wood, 
I humbly Thee adore ; 


'Tho' Strength, aud Health, and Friends 0" 


1 _— 
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Vail I Lord my Face, 
Midſt the ranſom'd Race, 
_ GOD of Life and Grace. 


2 1 thank my deareſt Lord, 
For all Thou haſt endur'd, 
And thou moſt gracious ſaith, 
The Wrath on me was pour d; 
The Curſe, and Sin, and Death, 
Which belong d to Thee, 
I to make Thee free 
Bore upon the Tree. 


z I ſee thy bloody Sweat, 
From Forehead to the F eet, 
Thy Raiment all beſmear : 

The Drops are very great, 

They ipeak, and lo! I hear; 
What they cry to gain, 
Tis the Souls of Men, 
Thoſe who caus'd thy Pain. 
And can I look on this 
And hear and hold my Peace, 
Nor make thy Mercy known ? 
I muſt right chearful kiſs 


Thy bleeding Wounds each one, 


Telling far and wide 
Chrift is crucify'd, 
Chriſt the Lamb has dy d. 


Full thirty Years he came | 
To ſeek each wand'ring Lamb _ 
And when he found us out, 
Frora all our Sin and Blame, 
He us moft freely bought ; 
Tho' we caus'd his Pain, 
Ile folov'd cur Train, 
Je for us was flain. 
| B 2 
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H TN N XXVI. 


e art Thou, O GOD, yet let me 
le 
Permit the vileſt of the fallen "FEY | 
Iso tell his Sin, and bow his guilty Head, 
Before thy Mercy ſeat, thy Throne of Grace. 5 


2 As num'rous as the Stars, or countleſs Sands, 

My Faults, Backſlidings, and Tranſgreſſions ate, 
Yet look upon my Sawiour's bleeding Hands, 

My — Lora, my Pardon's written there. 0 


2 S roy an Sig . 


HE Deeds of the Lanz. 
| His Croſs, Blood, and Name, V 
We all are determin'd alone to — 


2 When ethers relate WE os 
The Deeds of the Great, | = 
We'll mention his Conqueſts, and kiſs his dear Feet. 


Nor heard we alone | 
What Things he hath done, 
Ourſelves bear him witneſs, for we have them knoy 


4 He ſaw in the Fall 
: The Ruin of all; 
Th Offences erecting a Partition-wall, 


5 He ſaw the drawn Sword, | 
Flame forth from the Lord, ; 
To ſlay all the People he made by his Word. H 


6 Then ran he between 
The Wrath and the Sin, | 
And thus to the Father did Jeſus begin, 
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7 My Father rever'd, 
Thy People have err'd, 


But. 0 let thy Servants in Merey be ſpar d! 


8 Feer them Thou conſume, 
Lo! I the Lamb come, 


To die, and be puniſh'd in poor Sinners Room. 


9 He ſaid, and his Sire, 
Laid by his dread Ire; 
Refraih'd to take Vengeance, which burn dle a Fire, 


10 Then cried the Lamb | 
The World's Sin, and 3 


: Challe 3 in my Perſon, and there lay the Blame. 


11 The Father comply'd, 
Our Luft, and our Pride, 
He charg'd on his Son, who to cancel it d. 


12 This Beelzebub ſound, 
Who all Men had bound, 
Whoſe Head the Redeemer, by dying, did wound, 


13 The Captives to free, 
Himſelf on the Tree, 
Was Captive to Satan, and his Company. 


14 The Price he thus paid, 
| For thoſe who were made 
The Devil's, when Adam the Lord diſobey'd. 


1; The Souls Hell diſown'd, 
When Jeſus they found; 


And all they ſurrender d, when Fefus they bound. 


16 The Lamb having freed 
His well belov'd Seed, 


| Himſelf then deer d. and bruis'd the Fiend's Head. 


B 3 5 17 He 


30 Collection of Hvuxs. 


17 He ſhew'd them his Pow'r, 
| And left them to roar ; 
And know that poor Sinners are Satan's no more, 
18 This makes him diſtreſs, 
85 And tempt, and oppreſs 
The Souls of the Faithful, who firm believe this. 


19 But let them tempt on, 
57 He ſhall not hold one, 
For whom the Lord Feſus did bleeding attone. 
20 The Lamb will demand 
His Seed from his Hand, 5 
And eee * them bome ſafe to their Land, 


W Y M N XVI. 


I Dear 3 fooliſh Men, 
Becauſe they know Thee not, 
Think very little of thy Pain, 
And what thy Blood hath bought, 


2 But ſure I never can forget, 
Thou didſt that Guilt 3 
Which elſe (e'er now) in Torments gout 3 
Had ſunk me evermore. | 


3 Thy Blood, when thy dear Feet were bor'd, 
Did ſpeak my Pardon loud : 


Did waſh me, O my loving Lord, 
And heal'd me in its Flood. 


4 Thy Cries ſo firong, and many Tears, 
So plentifully ſhed, 
I ſtill remember, and the Pray'rs, 
Wiich Thou for me haſt pray d. 


5 Tv i 
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5 Thy Wounds, and Blood, till on my Heart, 
_ Like beſt of Ointments are: 
Like Myrrh and Frankincenſe, thy Smart, 
Or Spices brought from far. . 


6 The very Mention of thy Name, 
Ml,y fainting Spirit chears : 


To all my Wounds 'tis goodly Balm, 
It quite expels my Fears, 


7 1 love thy Scriptures fill'd ſo full 
Ok thy moſt precious Blood; 
Thy Name, and Travail of thy Soul, 
My deareſt Lord and God. 


_ 8 Nor can I like that Work, or Word, 
That Doctrine, Book, or Theme, 
That takes no Notice of my Lord; 
Or leaves out his dear Name. 


9 As in a Figure Blood did once 
Make all Things pure and good, 


So now will J that Thing renounce, 
Not ſprinkled by thy Blood. 


10 Nor will I call that ſav'ry hence, 
Not ſalted with the ſame ; 
Nor praiſe the higheſt Eloquence, 
Whoſe Subject's not the Lamb. 


11 Thy Blood ſhall be my Salt, my Lord, 
Shall ſprinkle all my Good ; 
Shall hallow every Thought, and Word, 
All ſhall be purg'd with Blood. 


12 Forgive me, if I eber am vleas'd 
With ought, not thus made pure ; 


Or if I ought beſide have prais d, 
And let me fin no more. | 


CY 


iy | 


32 A Collection of Hy uxs. 
HYMN XXIX. 


' \ \ 7 HAT Mercy hath the Saviour ſhew'd ! 
| In that he who was very God, | 
Th" Eternal Father's Brightneſs ; 
Came cown from Heav'n, and was a Man, 
Am̃ided with my Grief and Pain, 
And! in a Servant's Likeneſs . 
For me 
Did he 
Toil and Travail; 
All my Evil, 
Ev'ry Burthen, PT 
_ Bore the Saviour in the Garden, 


2 When he before the Ruler ſtood, 
Derided by the Multitude, 

Bound, and with Scourges beaten, 
le guiltleſs was for me condemn'd, 
de whole Aſſembly him blaſphem'd, 

Vet no one did he threaten. 

He knew 
The Woe 
On Him poured, 
I incurred; © 
So he render | 
Bore the Puniſhment and Slander. 
hen from the Judgment-ſeat he went, 
Pordemn'd to have the Chaſtiſement, 
Which was my juſt Demerit, 
Ay num'rous Sins he patient bore, 
\Vhen Roman Whips his Body tore, 
and Guilt oppreſs'd his Spirit; 


— 
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4 His royal Head with Thorns they crown'd, 
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In red 
They made 
Him do Penance; 
Then his Sentence 
They fulfilled, | 
And the Lamb, my Maſter, killed. 


| His harmleſs Hands with Fetters bound, on nl 
And then thro! Crowds of People, RE i 
The Lamb without the Gates they led, | 
Bearing upon his guiltleſs Head 
The Sins of each Diſciple ; 
Content | 

He went, 

Bow'd and heavy, 

Very weary, 

So he valued, : 

And to Death to win me follow d. 


5 To Cale” ry's Hill he bore my Load, 
And there the Lamb, my Lord and God, 
When he came thither nailed 
My Sins, and mine Iniquity, 
With his own Body to the Tree, 
And there my Pardon ſealed ; 
My Lord, 
Ador'd 
Be thou ever 
Only Saviour, 
God Almighty, 
Full of Mercy, Love, and Pity. 


6 Thou great Attone ment. GOD uA DñE MAN! 1 
Who condeſcended to be ſlain, 
; In Servant's Form and meaner ; 
Who thy own ſelf, thyſelf —_— 4 
Did'ſt bear my Offences ev'ry one, 
And died ſt for me a Sinner; . 
B 5 | Did ſt 
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Did'ſt bleed 
Till dead, 
Hence be given 
Thanks in Heaven, 
Pow'r and Bleſſing, 
And within me never ceaſing. 


HYMN XXX. 
O FESUS the Stain. 
Te God and the Man. 
We fing, and acknowledge him worthy to ** 


2 Be ever ador'd 
Immaculate Lord!“ 


Of whom ſaid thy Favrite, AND Goo Was THE 
WorD. 


3 When thou great I AM 


Becamet a Lamb, | 
The Armies of Angels bow'd down at thy Name, 


4 In Beth" um they ſaw, 
Thee lay on the Straw, 5 
And all round the Manger attended with Awe. 


5 With Tongues on a Flame, 
They ſpread thy juſt Fame, 
And ſang Allelrjab to God and the Lamb; 


6 The Cherubims crows, 
Proclaimed thee GOD, 
Ther. blew Allelujab on Trumpets aloud! 


7 Salvation they ſaid 
To Joſus our Head, 
Vithout whom uot any Thing was, that is made. 


8 Fchwoah they view'd, X 
In our Fleſh and Blood, f 
Again Atlelujab they ſhouted aloud, HYMN {| 
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C W to Chae, 
nd view the Man that came from God, 
'The beſt the trueſt Gard'ner ſee 
Beſprinkling all the Ground with Blood; 
5 From Head to Foot to make the Garden wet, 
He labours pouring on a bloody Sweat. 


2 O bleſſed Gard'ner, who appear'd 
To weeping Mary near the Tomb, 
1 have like Her thy Abſence fear'd, . 
Muy Heart, thy Garden's out of Bloam 3 
When thou and I a Moment are apart: 
O ſprinkle ev'ry Hour my barren Heart. 
3 Water the Seed Thou planteſt there, 
Or elſe my deareſt LAMB 'twill die; 
Drown all the Weeds of Sin and Care, 
Or ſee how fait they multiply. | 
O water ev'ry Day thy little Spot 
My Heat, thy Garden, which thou dear haſt bouglit 


4 Let all thy Wounds, the Great and Small, 
On me a fruitful Shower yield, 
Down let thy Tears and Blood ſweat fall, 
And make the Wild a fruitful Field; 
Yea ev'ry Moment water me with Blood, 
And then — Heart ſhall —_ forth Fruits to GOD. 


” nu Y M N XXXII. = 


OW hardly Men are brought to own | 
The Carpenter and Ma 9 s Son, 


1 8 How 
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How few have him confeſs'd ! | 
How few declar d that poor dear Man, 
Who once on Go/gotha was ſlain, 

Is GOD for ever bleſt! 


2 This Myſt'ry dazles Reaſon's Eyes, 


Confounds and troubles all the Wiſe, 
| Offends the Few and Greet, 
| Who both deſpiſe his Righteouſneſs, 
His Incarnation, Death, and Grace, 
Of whom ſo much we ſpeak. 


3A little happy Church is found, 


| Scarce known, and where ſhe's known diſown' d, 
Who loves the Hebreao Child; | 
She round his Feet and Nail- -prints clings, 

Kiſſes his Wounds, and weeps, and ing 
With utmoſt Tranſport fill d. 


4 Quite poor in Spirit, low and mean, 


She lives upon his Blood and Pain, 
And knows His loving Heart, 
And unaſham'd confeſſes loud, 

' JESUS of Naz'reth is my GOD! 
That Man of Grief and Smart. 


5 In ſpite of Hell, and Death, and Sin, 
” She loves his Wounds, and enters in, 
And will herein perſiſt; 
; She will have Wound: 1 her . Abode, | 
And all her Element is Blood, 
And all her Doctrine CHRIST. 


6 Of Him alone ſhe loves to tell, 
And bears about His dying ſtill, 


Hf Nor can ſhe this forget; 
This makes Her chearful, gives her Eaſe, 
Fnamours Her thro' all her Days, 

And chains her to his Feet. 


Fe 


8 7 Her ſweet Captivity and Bonds, 
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(Which are no other than his Wounds) 
She counts her Liberty ; 

Nor wou'd by any Means be freed, 

But while ſhe's bound, ſhe's free indeed, 
To W free! 


— 
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0 Him on the Cod. 
| Who died for us, | 
Be praiſes, for only he pleaded our Cauſe, 


2 With both his Arms ſpread, | 
Like Moſes he pray d 
For thoſe who him murder d, and dy di in thei bead. 


3 His Love ſo profound, 
Was ſhewn when around, 
His Blood like a River flow'd down on the Ground. 


4 How bright did he ſhine, 
How ſweet and divine, 


When all the World's Pardon be * d, ang 


mine. 


5 How ſparkled his Blood, 
And beautiful glowd _ 
When Devils and Sinners ſo bruiſed our GOD, 


6 Yet patient when try'd, 
Did JESUS abide, 
Nor once was he angry, but lov'd al he 0 


| 7 His Eyes flow'd with Tears, 
I pale Lips with Prayers, 
His Heart with * for all his Betray'r IS. 
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He ſtretched and ftrew'd 
On Sinners that precious and generous F lood ! 


9 Thro' all his ſtrong Pain, 
| None hear'd him complain, 
But patiently hung till he emptied each Vein. 


10 Mid'ſt many loud Cries, 
Our dear. Sacrifice, | 
Hi Travail accompliſh'd and paid our great Price. | 
11 As if he meant then, | 


To kiſs his lov'd Train, 3 
His Head the Lord bowed, nor rais d it again, 


12 He then fell aſleep 
| In Sight of his Sheep, 
Who ſaw how he lov'd ns, and cou'd not but ym 


13 And who but with Shame, 
Can think on this LAMB ? 


Who, who can but wand. him, and bleſs his dear | 


Name? 


14 O look on kim ye, 
Who careleis can be, | 
And ſee how to ſave you, he bled on the Tree. 


15 O go my Soul go, 
CHRIS 7”crucity'd view, 
And love and adore him in that bloody Hue. 


16 Go kneel at his Feet, 
| Salute him, and greet 
Thy BIEEDI NG CREATOR, and by bis Crof: wat, 


17 No Love is like his, 
No Mercy like this, 


To know it I'd part with ten thou! and World's 


Bliſs, 


E 
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HY MN XXXIV. 


B. printed on my Heart, be written there, 


N which my incarnate GOD did 


Thou Name more than ſacred ! 
Profound ly precious 
Let all within me eccho JESUS, JESUS, 
SR For evermore! 


HYMN XXXV. 
F OR him whom I have pierc d [ mourn, 
In Sorrow for him look ; 


As Friends lament their dear: Firſt- born, 
Buy ſudden Death o'ertook. 


p. 2 What ſhall I do, now I have ſinn'd, 

52 Thou Lamb-like Son of God: 

Il come to Thee, my lighted Friend, 
O waſh me in thy Blood. 


3 I'll come to Thee, and tell Thee all 
The Vileneſs of my Sin: 
My many Faults, my dreadful Fall, 
And thou ſhalt make me clean. 


4 Bow'd down with holy Shame Il own 
My Sin for evermore ; 

And for my Pardon round the Throne, 
I'll ever thee adore. 


5 I'll mourn that I have pierc'd thee thus, 
And yet tho' thus 1 have; 
My Sins are ail nail'd to thy Croſs, 
And buried in thy Grave. 


6 The Napkin thov haſt left behind, 
Shall wipe my weeping Eyes ; 
=: 1 iI in 4brem's Harbour find i 
N My ſendleſs Paradiie. HY Max 


lear 
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2 I know what's mine, is Sin, thy Blood 


My great High- Prieſt, I offer all thro' Thee, 


2 All my large Debts upon himſelf he took, 
And all my filthy Rags he chang'd away; 
Then waſh'd me wholly in the bloody Brook, 
Of his five Wounds, and gave me fine Ay: 1 
= Se, z In | 


HYMN xxxvI |: 


Y Lord, my deareſt Lord I ſee, 
That daily I have need of Thee; 


Yea every Moment Thee I want, "Ss 
Thy Preſence every Moment grant, 5 
And keep me, O my Saviour, by thy Side, 


And henceforth, Lord, be pleas d my Feet to 


guide. 


Had need waſh all to make it good; 

Yea all my Pray'rs but filthy are, 9 5 = 

And Hell deſerving every Tear; 16 
Nor can beſide myſelf accepted be. 
3 Into thy Hands I give my Pray'rs, 


And on thy Feet I pour my Tears ; = 
O waſh them Jeſus in thy Blood, 17 
And then preſent them to my God: 1 
He will, I know, he will my Works receive, £ 
If thou wilt tell him, I in thee believe. 5 
l. 
1 I Thoagh fo very ſinful, and fo poor, 4 
1 Am made our Saviour's happy Wife and | 
7 | = | 
I am the Heir to all his Throne and ſtore, | 
This, this he purchas'd for me when he dy'd, 4 


to 
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4 In Prifon he was thrown'to ſet me free, | 
In Chains was bound to buy me Liberty; 
His Forehead torn with Thorns that J might bare 
The Crown of Life, and endleſs Glory there. 


14 I thought when firſt I heard what he had done, 
What Love he bare to Adam's helpleſs Race; 
Tis Mercy ſure too great, too much for one, 

So vile as me, who grieves him to his Face. 


5 But happy I in this miſtaken was, 


I heard his ſpeaking-Blood, moſt ſweetly ſay, 
This ſhameful Death, thy Saviour on the Croſs, 
* Hath dy'd, to waſh thy Crimſon Sins away.“. 


7 6 This I believe, and truly happy am, 


n 
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My Maker is my Huſband I can cry; 
I have my Portion in the bleeding Lamb, 9 
My birth · right is the Son of God moſt High. 


- F or this upon my Knees, my Lord I bleſs, | 
And give him many Thanks, and kiſs each 
| Wound ; 
Nor will I be aſham'd to own his Grace, 
Or tell his Mercy, though an Hoſt ſtood round. 
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HYMN XXXVII. 


Church, God's Fulneſs *, how 
So very ſtill art Thou? 
Of many Troops compos'd, 
| Who all the World run thro”, 
With Force of banner'd Hoſt : 
Should not Trumpets ſound 
In their Courſe be found. 
2 When 
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2 When half the World ſhall now 
At the Lamb's Foot ſtool bow, 
When flat the Walls ſhall fall 
Which ſtopp'd our People ſo, 
"Tis no more Shouts do all, 
But the Virtue ſure 
Of the Lamb's Blood pure, 3 
3 Thou then, God's Fulneſs, ſo 's 
In ſtillneſs all Things do; = 
Pray, Weep, and think within, 
How farther it will go, 
What ſpoils the Croſs ſhall win, 


Yet, yet many a Soul, 
Till the Sum is full. 


4 Lord Chriſt, Thy Blood ſo ſhed, 
Thy Nail-holes * how red!) 5 
They pierc' d, Thy thro' bor d side, 
Thy Sweat in thy deep Need, 
Secure and keep thy Bride, 
Till the Day ſhall ſhine, 
Bleeding King of Thine! 


HYMN XXXIX. 


1 Tell me no more 
Of this World's vam Store; 5 | 
The Time for ſuch Trifles with me now is o'er. 


2 A Country I've found, 
Where true Joys abound ; | 
To do cll Im determin'd on that happy Ground, | 


3 The Souls that believe, 
In Paradiſe live: | | 
And me in that Number will Jeſus receive. © 3 


My 


Riſe, follow thy Saviour, and bleſs the gl Day. 


What Light, Strength, and Comfort: Go after Him, 


None gueſſes, how wondrous my journey will prove. 


Some Works I ſhall finiſh with glad Jovi ing Aim, 52 
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4 My Soul, don't delay, 
He calls thee away ! 


43 


5 No mortal doth know, 
What he can beſtow, 


go! 


6 Lo! onward I move, 
And but Chriſt above 


7 Great Spoils I ſhall win 
From Death, Hell, and Sin; 
Midſt outward afflictions ſhall feel Chriſt within? 


8 Perhaps for his Name, Ty i 
| Poor Duſt as I am;.-- ; I 


9 1 till (which is beſt) 7 
Shall in his dear Breaſt, b 
As at the Beginning, find Pardon and Rell. 


10 And when I'm to die, 
Receive me, Tl cry, 
For Jeſus hath lov'd me, I cannot ſay why. 


11 But this I do find, 
| We two are ſo join'd, 


He'll not live in Glory and leave me e behind 


12 Lo, this is the Race 
I'm running, thro' Grace, 


Henceforth, till admitted to ſee my Lord $ Face : 


13 And now I'm in Care 
My Neighbours may ſhare 


Theſe Bleſſing: To ſeek them wil none .of you 


dare? ? 


14 In 


14 In Bondage, O why, 
And Death will you lie, 
When one here aſſures you Free- Grace ĩ is fo nigh ! 


* 
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1 T HE . s Blood and Righteouſneſs 
My Fin'ry is, my Wedding-dreſs ; 
Therewith, when ent'ring Heaven's Land, 


Full well ſhall I before God ſtand. 


2 For tho I once at Judgment-ſeat 
Appear, I ſhall no Cenſure meet; 
Since I'm abſolv'd already here; 
And my whole Debt is paid off clear. 
3 Th' Hand writing on the Croſs is ſeen, - 
A Spectacle for Satan's Spleen ; 

The Nails, that have the Saviour ſlain, 
Have torn th' old Covenant in twain. 


4 Tho ſign'd and written with my Blood, 


Moft binding and moſt firm it ſtood ; 
Vet now the Bond is cancell'd quite, 
And no Demands on me can light. 


The Fiend's deſerved Pay here ſee, 
(Why nail'd he God's Son to the Tree ?) 
That he o'er Souls does loſe his Sway, 
And Jeſus bears them ſav'd away. 


6 This knows full well the Serpent old, 


That fairly he has loſt his Hold 
Of us and all Mankind hereby, 
And with the higheſt Equity. 


7 And now the Lamb from Blemiſh free, 


Who, on the rugged ſhameful Tree, 
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For me his Life laid freely down, 
For my true Lord and God I own. 


s If T ſhould, thro' Chriſt's Merit and Lore, 


A Servant e'er ſo faithful prove; ; 
O'er all that's baſe the Victry win; 
Nor ev'n till Death commit one Sin: 


9 Yet will I, when I come to you, 


_ Nought think, how good I was and true, 
But © here's a Sinner, who would fain 


«© Thro' the Lamb's Ranſom, Entrance yo” 


10 Then will the holy Company 


A great Rejoicing have o'er me; 
And ſtill more Joy to me to bring, 
They full of Spirit will with me * 


1 I Praiſe and Honour doth pertain 


Unto the Lamb; for he was ſlain, 
And hath. redeem'd us by his Blood, 
And made us Kings and Priefis to God. 


12 O Jeſus Chriſt! all Praiſe to Thee, 


That thou vouchſaf'dſt a Man to be; 
And for each Soul, which thou haſt made, 
Haſt an eternal Ranſom paid. 


13 Into Thy Wounds, while I am Bere, 
"Tl look, after my Grace's Share; 
And, when above, ſhine in the Dreſs 
Of thy rich Blood and Righteouſneſs, 


Rev. v. 9, 10. 
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5 C 
HAT is it, wounded bleeding Love, 5 
That ſtrikes fo ſenſibly ? | i .. 
is when I view the fervent Zeal, N 
That urg'd Thee on to die; 
And how from that dear Blood of Thine, 5 V. 
So freely ſhed for me, | 
Flows all my Happineſs in Time, 
And in Eternity, | 
2 And this, ſo _ Life ſhall laſt, 1 
Mäoſt humbly III proclaim, W 
I, who a little — ſs Worm, e ; 
Who Earth and Aſhes am; | BY 
Tis deeply rooted in my Heart, | Fo 
Torn thence it cannot be, | 
That, at th' Expence of all T by Blood, A 
| I'm now redeem'd and free, FEES x 
3 No! no! I cannot it forget, . 
While I'm a Sinner poor; > M: 
My Heart's ſo taken with't, fo er d, 2 
So all enamour'd o'er; „ 
That ſuch a little filthy Worm a 
Of ſuch a baſe Degree 


Should eber thy own dear Child become, 
And more, Thy Soldier be! 


4 1 thank Thee with a Thouſand Terrs 
1 Fiori amazing ne, 
| After my ſmall Degree III ſound, 
| And blaze it to thy Praiſe ; 
Be only ſtill my gracious Prince, 
Still kindly lend Thy Aid; 
| So will I conſtant Service yield, 
| And Thou o'er me be glad. 


O! 
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5 O! I have taſted once and felt 
The Virtue of thy Blood; 
What Sin had ſpoil'd and marr'd throughout, 
Throughout that makes all good : 
"Tis fix'd then deeply i in my Heart, 
Eras'd it ne'er can be, 


«< That at the Expence of all thy Blood 
Im now redeem'd and free.” 


> Ye gaping bloody Wounds, to me 
How dear are ye and ſweet ! 

In you I've found for evermore 

A mall, but ſafe Retreat. 

How willingly I own myſelf 
But Duſt and Aſhes vile; | 

While yet I'm nothing leſs than this: 
The Lamb's triumphant Spoil. 


For ever then remain engrav'd 
Deep in our Heart's Receſs ! 

And whom in Heart we ſo much love, 
O let our Mouths confeſs ! 


|? Thatſoeach Sheep of all thy Fold, 


Ev'n till the Judgment day, 
May, on his Sinner” Feed, £3 Rill 
Thy Seal confeſs d diſplay. 


HYMN XIIII. 


7Ithout the Camp, beyond Ferus lem s Gate, 
He who the Word by ſpeaking did create, 

Array'd in human Fleſh was hang'd on high, 

3 Twas then to fave that World he deign'd to die. 


O Jeſu Chriſt! thy offer d up Blood ſtream, 
ITis that ſhall — be my conſtant Theme; 


I: hrough- 
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6 ©& The Heart of that once offered gracious Lamb 


Throughout the miſerable World ſo wide, 
I'll praiſe the Balm which flow'd from thy pierc d 
Side. a | | | 
3 What I poor Wretch not able was to pay, 
Was then and there compleatly waſh'd away; 
There all my Sins and each were blotted out; 


Then, why, ye worſt of Sinners, ſhould ye doubt? 
4 Of this ſweet Truth by Grace I am made ſure, 


Th' Ungedly, not the Righteous, nor the Pure, 
| Have need of Chriſt's all-healing precious Blood, 


"Twas ſhed indeed for them and their Soul“ 


Good. 


5 ( chearful Witneſſes ! I cite you all, 


In Jeſu's Name go forth, and loudly call 
All Sorts of Sinners: Ho! ye Men, receive 
With Joy this News, your Pardon firm be 
| lieve. EEE ans 


_ « 'T*wards you, ye Sinners, ſtill is in full Flame, 
« Thatſav'ry Off ring ftill moſt ſweetly ſmokes 
For you the Son bis Father ſtill invokes. 


The Father out of Love to us decreed, | 
That Jeſus once to Death for us ſhould bleed 
So by this Means loſt Man ſhould be reſtor'd 

« Come Sinners, now receive your bleed 
HMC Ly 
$ © The Father is, we know it to be true, 
In firmeſt Peace, nor angry is at you; 
For this he gave up free his only Son, 
„That thus the World from Death might all 


mA 


g © Vl 
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0 9g © When his dear Son to ſlay, the Jews had Pow r, 
© * (The Son and Father knew it was their Hour z 

„They both rejoic'd, knowing whilſt ſo he died, 

The whole World's utmoſt Debt was ſatisfied. 


1 ign' rant Child as, yet know but in Part 

t? Th eternal Father's Truly tender Heart; 
Vet by Experience this I can perceive - 
He too loves thoſe, who on his Son believe. 


od. 11 O Lamb! give me the priv lege to diffuſe 
ou! This racious, good, and ever bleſſed News; 
Explain it to thy Servants more and more, 
And ſpread it ſoon to every diſtant Shore. 


12 With Knowledge, O thou ſlaughter d Lamb, of 
Thee, 
When ſhall the Farth thro' all its Bounds once be 
_ (Taught by the Spirit) taken up and fill d, 
And ev'ry Sinner know, God's reconcil'd ; ? 


13 O haſtenthoſe ſo wiſh'd for happy Days, 
So wilt thou haſten perfectly thy praiſe ! 
To this great End O ſpeedily increaſe 
The number of thy faithful Witneſſes. 


bleed, 4 Now mighty Conqueror with Pow'r ariſe, 

, Thou valiant Hero ſeize thy own dear Prize; 
Thy Lite obedient, and thy Death have won 
For thee each Nation eat hath ſeen the Sun. 


15 Vea and thy Child will tell Thee one Thing 
more, | 
Thy faithful Father, who his Truth, has ſwore, 

| Becauſe with Willingneſs thou once haſt died, 
Thy Travail Thou thalt ſee well ſatisfied. 


15 Whoe'er is taught by Thee this one Thing firſt, 
hat thou haſt after Souls ſo you a Thuſt, 
« Vy C c an 


50 A Collection of Hynxs. 
| Chin he one Moment be in Fear or Doubt, 
_ Bat e W can e'er find out ? 
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ay Soul, dear Saviour, loves thy Name 5 
3 
That ! could ever of thy Mercies tell, 


Lord, thy great Salvation, 
So me ſur rpriſes, 
80 fils my — with Bleſſing, 9 and Praiſes, 
n o ercome. 3 
2 > How dear am I redeem'd! at what a Coſt, | 
| Am I the Sinner ranſom'd, who was loſt ? 
My God came from Heaven, 8 
My great 8 + 
Was FLESH, and became my dear Mediator, . 
Amazing Love . 
3 That be mi t make me righteous, be fulfill d FS 
The Law of Mojes, then he it repeal'd, I p 
Nor hence can the Curſes, . |: 
Or Condemnation, 7 
Hurt me, for I am juſt by 1 3 55 M 
The Lord is mine. | b 1 
| 4 That he might alſo hllow me for GOD, 1 
Without Jerus ſ ems Gates, he ſhed his Blood ; A 
He 3s my Holineſs; | 
1 want none other ; - 0 2 
He bs All in All, my God, my Brother, 2 
my ? N y Portion He. i 1 
3 41 
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HYMN XLIV. 


=0 7 eſus, Cer the Worlds were made, 
The everlaſting Father ſaid, | 

My Son upon my Right-hand fit, 

And tread thy foes beneath thy Feet. 


2 So to the Angels princely Choirs, 
Once ſpake (and all obey” 0) their Sire, 
Behold my Son ! bow down before 

His awful T hrone and Him adore. 


3 His Sa'nts he alſo charg'd the ſame, 
And faid, Go kiſs my Son the Lamb ; 
As me, ſo honour ye my Son, 
And know that he and I are one. 


4 4 The Armies of the ſecond Death 
Know this, and furious gnaſh their Tecth ; 
Th' eternal God in Fleſh they ſee, 

And dread the ſacred Unity. 


5 This Myſt'ry deep the happy Train 

" Relieve and ſound, The Lamb was flair ; 
They fall before his Feet and cry, 
Ho wwendlrows is thy Myſtery ! | 

5 The Troops of Angels ſee and own 
Themſelves aſtoniſh'd round the Throne; 
This clearer by the Church they know, 
And ſing, and bluſh, and ſhout, and bow. 


* > The WORD made Fleþ, the Elders ſee, 


; : And all the Royal Famil _ 
le. 3 Touch'd with a Senſe o this fall down! 
= f And great the Hutniliation own! 9 8 8 ; 
Ten thouſand thouſands do the ſame, 


Who miniſter before hd Lamb, 
| 2 


5 


Him 
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Him Gov wave Man, they thankful ſce, 
But can't define the Myſtery. 


3 So let my Soul the Church. and all. 

Who love the Lamb, before him fall, | | 
And own our God upon the Croſs, ] 
Was Fleſh, and came and dy'd for Us. 4 


10 Hail only Lord, and Son of Man! 

Who thro' thy own great Love was ſlain; P 
Thou Man with Blood ſo ſprinkled o'er, \ 
Thou God, whom Heav'n and 1 Earth adore. 


—_— * 


— 


HYMN XLV. 


\ Tele | Son of GOD, 
| Who lov'd the World ſo dear; 1 | 
That than 3 few i Bi ef lind, : 4 
Did'ſt in the World appear. 
Wich Tears of Thankfulneſs, 
1 9 5 8 - 
In Weakneſs and Diſgrace, | 
* And Pain and Miſery. * 


2 Thou very GOD and LORD, | 
Who Heav'n and Earth did'ſt make, | 
Ion haſt Thou floop'd by Love o'ecrpower'd 1 In 
For thy . s ſake? E 
We ſee thee yonder fall, 8 
VDxpon thy Sacred Knees, ; 
And Sweat and Bleed for us and All, 2 
And weep in Bitterneſs. 


3 © Tow NG we view, 
ur Frgze og Seay: ©, 
we ſer Na+ the Soldiers go, 
* red. 


D 
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Thou thro thy bloody Sweats, 
Appear ſt, Thou Child divine, 

Like ſome poor Man, who treads the Fats, 

And rolls Eis Cloaths in Wine. 


4 We ſee Thee in thy Shame, 
| Before the Rulers brought, 
Round Thee the Heathen make their Game, 
= - And ſuch as knew Thee not. 
Soon thou art naked bound, 
1I.ꝑ] Sight of all the Crowd, 
Who ſaw how Streams from ev'ry Wound, 
When Thou wert ſcourged flow d. 


5 When ſore thy Fleſh. was torn, | 
| That ev'n the Bones were ſeen, 

Then waſt Thou to the People ſhewn, 

. One cry'd, Bebeld the Man ! 

Thy Pain here ended not, 
Thou yet thy Cloaths muſt wear, 

410 on thoſe Shoulders raw and cut, 

I!uhy heavy Croſs muſt bear. 


6 O deareſt Saviour we, 
Vl ich many Tears lock on, 
As thou go'ſt out to Calvary, | 
To bleed and die thereon; - 
What Pain muſt Thou endure? 
| What ſmart, my deareſt GOD, 
In thy whole Body ſwoln and fore, 
_ Under thy pond'rous Load? 


| 7 Up Calv' ry, ſee he goes, 

: Quite ſpent with Loſs of Blood, 

With inward Pain and outward Woes, 
Which ev'ry Step renew'd; 


L627 
2 


n 


"C's When 


A Colleftion of Hymns. 


When him the People thruſt, 
Or ſhook the Croſs's beam, 
It his dear wounded Body cruſ d. 
Freſh ran the bloody Stream. 
8 The Hill He painful climbs, 
WMWMWWeary and out of Breath, 
Hardly he moves his trembling Limbs, 
And nearly puſh'd to Death; 
Quite willing to be ſlain, 
Thro' all the Grief he bore, 
He murmur' d not, yet wiſh'd the Pain, 
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q And fiery B o'er. 
9 When up the} unt he came, 
I ——_— 
a ich Fear and Shame, 
3 3 Ping 8 
I! D ſor Tears, 
„ | 
1 gr derers. 
{! 10 He knew be were Hoſts, 
1 A countleſs MMitude, | 


Of exil Pow'rs and} k Ghoſts, 
Who waited for is Blood: 
His Face ſo rent — wan, 7 
. And bruis d with Thorns and Blows, 
He turn'd for Help, but turn d in vain, 
It but increas d bis Woes. N l 
11 Then down he meekly lay. i 
( O ſweeteſt Lamb of GOD) Y 
And let them tear his Cloaths away, 
8 And with them Skin and ä 
Again he naked was, 
Again his Wounds muſt bleed, 
When his dear Back upon the Croſs, 
(The rugged Croſs) was laid. 
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12 They } 


They 


. The B Rulers of ;nforua) Pow = 


: Theſe were his laſt dear h 


* Round which ten 
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12 They ſtretch his Hands amp F 
And Nail him to the Tree, 


Then raiſe Him up, O then how _ 


Muit jJESU's Anguiih be! 
Oppreſs d unſpeakably, 
With all Mank ind's Weed, 


| Al Unbelief and Miſe 


He hangs, an = þ- weept, * bleeds. 


So long afflifeed GD 
Then fell _—_ e 


And down Death, Hell, | "i he broke, 


In his amazi 


14 'Tis feniſo'd Qt No Crowds, 
His clammy ps heard ſay, 


ul Words, - 


And all — e 
15 They ſung th leeding 
The white and ruddy Lamb! 


And kiſs'd the Ground whereon the Blood, 


From his dear Body came; 
They hover round the LORD, 


[And bleſt with ſweet Surprize] 


His Corpſe and Wounds aſham'd, ador'd, 
And blew his Victories! 
16 His Holy Church the ſame, . 
And I among them go, 


To kit and hail the bloody Lamb, 


"In his red Croſs's Hue. 
| & ED 
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36 A Colleſtion of Hus. 
> All Hail eternal GOD! 
In Fleſh for me reveal'd, 


Hail ſlaughter d LORD in Fleſh and Blood, 
For me on nach ry nall'd!. 


H Y M N XLVI. 
HO” near two thouſand Years ago, 


The Lamb his bloody Courſe went thro', 


His Spirit ſhews it us, 
= We ſee him in his Paftion pray, 
And all his Wounds, as if 1o-day 
He 1 his Croſs, 


—_ 


HYMN XLVI. 


10 farther go To-night, but ſtay, : 
Dear Sawicur till the break of Day, 
WE Turn in my LORD with me, | 
And in the Morning when I wake, 
Me in thy Rand, my Jeſus take, 

And I'll obs on with Thee. 


— 


HYMN XII. 


"PE Clefts of the Rock, 
Whereto the Doves flock, 


We now have found out, and have there Refuge took: 


2 There happy and bleſt, 
We ſafely can reſt | 
Quite wy, and wo as Doves in their Net. 


| 3 We 


— 


We 


1 
2 
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Nor know how to 
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3 We here can abide, 
In th' Hauds, Feet, and Side. 
Of Jes vs of Naz'reth, the Gop ceuciry'o. 


4 We live in his Wounds, 
His Elood Us ſurrounds, ob 


His Death and Salvation's our Bubwark and Bounds | 


5 By Night, and by Day, . 
Here ry we it iy, 220 
cave him, nor aſk v we the Way, 


6 We raviſh'd remain, 
In him who was lain, 


Beholding his Anguiſh, his T orture bak Pala: 


7 The longer we view, 
We ſtoop the more low, 
And little as nothing we taanktully grow. 


_——— 


8 If high we would riſe, 
Be ſomething and wiſe, 
We fall very often and put out our Eyes. 


0 This gives the Lamb pain, 
We ſeel it, and then. 
F t aſk him his Pardon, who heals Us again. 


10 So now at his Feet, 
Ve ſtudy to hit, 
| Quit de paſäve as Infants, and this we find ſweet, 


11 He does 4s Le pleaſe, 
Ve thank him aud pu diſe. 
Tie Depth of luis Merry, and Fav gur, and Gtace. 


12 And all we can do, 
15 only 000; 
Arg cogt to fu with Us fome oer "RE 00% 
O 5 13 e- 
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14 We ſing Lamb ! Lamb! Lamb! 
They hear the ſweet Name, 


| And fly to his Wound-holes with Gladneſs and 
TY Shame. | 


4 They weep and our King, 
| * They kiſs, bleſs, and fing, 
And Comfort and a to us oy * 


— 
— — 


— 
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OW will I fall before the Lamb, 
| In deepeſt Gratitude and Shame ; 
| Ard fing his regal Myſtery, 
His Love, and how he deign'd to die. 


2 By Bozra's Way my Lord I meet, 
: aid thouſands in Feras'/em's Street; 
SGBroaning, and weeping, and with Gore, 

_ Blows, Sweat, and Bruiſes cover'd o'er, 


3 His Croſs I on his Shoulders ſee, 

Puſh'd forward by the Company; 
Pity'd by none, by all blaſphem'd, 

Reproach d, derided, and condemn d. 


4 Who is it? aſk the Strangers, who 
Yon Man dragg'd on in purple Hue? 
What makes his Garments look ſo red? 
What makes him ſighing bow his Head? 


5 Tis J. my Lord an Anſwer _— 


For my afflicted People's Sakes 
I tread the Wine Preſs ; all their Sin 
My Raiment ftains, and makes NAD. - 
6 But, my dear Maſter, I reply, 
Why art thou fo tormented ? Why? 


What makes Thee thus ſuch Smart indure ? 
He faith, Thy wounded Soul to cure. 7 To 


a * 
e eee — ar — , 
. 779 5 i, 7 r _ MATH » "we 8 * n 4 
— N EI ee 3 ; nne 2 1: 06 et a7 ore tay wat A er! 
"EY 3 2 2 I Wing Shs 4 x n 7? 2 . ” 2 "TIS; RY 
y . Ws Py. 5 N 2 N . $ N 


03 


A Cellefion of Hymns: £9 
7 To Colgotba, in greateſt Shame, „ 
I bear thy Load, thy Guilt, and Blame; 


There, on my Croſs, I go. that I ' 
Thy Sin with me may crucify. 


8 Behold me tra'vling thither, ſee 

Me nail'd on the accurſed Tree: 
Behold ! upon the fatal Wood, 
Thy naked Lord, thy bleeding GOD: 


9 Yes, Lord, amidſt the Crowds I view 

Thy Body torn, and black, and blue; 
1 fee thy Stripes, and weep to ſee, 
This Trouble I have brought on Thee. 


10 Thy bloody Fleſh all pierc'd and tore, 
I Kits, and less 1 hee, and adore; 
_ Moſt dear to me, (thy worthleſs Worm,) 


Art thou, my GOD, in this fad Form. 

; "HYMN I. 

: 7Ould thou, my Soul, the Father ſce ! 
: Then with tze Sages go 

” To Beth lem; in the Stable He, 

i An Infant liv'd below, 


{1 2 They in a Manger there beheld | 
- In Swadling-Cloaths the Son, 
And low before the holy Child, 
= 2 1hey worſhipp'd and fell down! | 
3 (By Faith they ſaw th' Incarnate GOD. 
Gold, Frankincenſe, and My rrh, 


They offer q. as they wond ring en, 
The = Deliverer ! EO th 
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fo. ' 4 Co lell ion ef Hy uxs. . 


4 I bus did the Kings, the Shepherds too, 
Ihas, O my Soul, the fame, 
80 kiſs the >on, and worſhip thou 
The humble Babe, and Lamb. 


- Cloſe by the Manger till abide, 
Nor any Rev'rence pay, l 
But to this Infant GOD deſcry d! 
And manifeſt in Clay! 


6 Dear little Child, my Lord and GoD, gs 1 
On favour'd Marys Knees: 

I kifs thy hands divine, and loud 
; de Condeſcenfion 2 


- 22 1 
HYMN II 8 


OW happ: were the Brethren when | i 3 

5 They all one Mind enjoy d. 
One Faith in the Redeemer ſlain, 

For whom were all employ d. 


2 From Houſe to Houſe their Bread they brake | 

In Singleneſs of Heart; 1 
Each to his Friend, for Te/z's Sake, = | 
Did of his Goods 3 impart. 


3 In one Cominunion cloſely j join'd, | | 1 
Ihey faſt together ſtood; „„ 
All to the Lamb their Wills reſign' LT : 

And own'd him Lord and God. 


4 In Order all the Moltitude, 
In holy Pray'r agreed; 
In Order bleſs'd his Name and Blood, 


Who them from Maſes freed TO 
5 Each to the Church, the Sawiour's Wife, „ 
Willing himſelf gave up; = 
ny liv* 4 to Jeſus Chrif his Life, „5 


And he was all their Hope. 6 No 
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6 No Strife nor Envy thro! the whole, 
Nor Avarice appear d; 
All had one End, one Heart, one Soul, 
All ey'd one great Reward. 


7 The Saviour was the Ruler then, 
To him they all gave Ear; 
All waited at his Feet to learn, 1 
What they ſhould do, and where. 


8 The Government to him they ſaw, 
Was by the Father givn; 
So ſubject were, while Love was Law, 
And made their Earth like Heav'n. 


9 Their Enemies their Walk beheld, 
I heir Blifs did Heathens move: 
Who well confeſs'd, with Wonder fil d, . 
See how theſe Chi ifians love. ; 


10 O that our Sawicur would reſtore. | 
Brasch golden Days I: | 
© Give back our antient Peace and Power, 
Thy Kingdom bring and reign. 


11 With Lamb-like Spirits all endue, 
With Grace the whole adorn; 
And we, dear Lamb of God, will ſhew, 

That we are thy Firſt- born. 


12 When thou our Fellowſhip ſhalt bleſs, 
With Bleflings, Lord, like theſe; 
Our Hearts ſhall flow with T hankfulneſs, 
And Gratitude and Fraile, 


H * M N II. 
1 Hom taſted Canaan's Grapes, 
And now I long to go, 
| Where the Lord his Vineyard kceps, 5 
o 1 And where the Claſeers — .: hos 
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There on new, and living Wine,” 
My thirſty Soul deſires to feaſt; . 
Banquet on the Fruits divine, 
And be our Sawiour's Gueſt. 


HYMN Ll 


1) Xalted Saviour, who the Loſt, 


Doft ſave unto the Uttermoſt, 
By all the Pow'rs ador'd; 
n go and Saints above agree, 
And we below to worſhip Thee, 
Our only God and Lord. 


2 Thouſands of holy Martyrs praiſe, 


O King of Saints, r e 4 Ways | 


And ſlaughter'd Infants join, 
While all the Prophets Company, 
And th' Apoſtles Senate cry, 

To thee in Songs divine. 


3 Twelve times twelve thouſand Virgins tune, 


Their golden Harps to Thee alone ; 
W When lo! the glorious Sound 
By Confeſſors, a numerous Crowd, 
And all redeemed by thy Blood, 
Is eccho'd all around, 
4 Thy Churches militant, the ſame, 
Sing loudly thy eternal Fame, 
- IR O ſpotleſs Lamb ef GOD; 
In Time, and in Eternity, 


Brace will we ſhout! and Glory cry 


To Fejus and his Bled. 


7 


HYMN 


Collection of Hymns. 
HYMN LIV. 


To Calv'ry's Bloody Brow, . 
hen I can ev Sy thing forſake 
And all Things leave below ? 


2 My Spirit treads the dol'rous Way, 
Which once my weeping God 
Oerburthen d on his dying Day, 
ſprinkled with his Blood. 


3 I ſee with Thorns his Forehead marr oy 
I ſee his ruffled Hair, 
His Face with Blood all o'er beſmear 4, 
And hear his Sighs and Pray'r. 


4 I ſee him up the Mountain climb, 
And 'tis a moving Sight, 8 
For both his Knees and ev'ry Limb 

Tremble with Pain and Fright, 


5 Ihe him on the Croſs expire, 
And ſit beneath his Tree, 
No better Shade can I deſire, 
Than this he made for me. 


16 I melt in Tears, and happy am, 

: While I admire and Sue - 

On my Creator made a Lamb, 
To fave his ſinful Race. 


| 7 I kiſs his Feet like 1 
And there ſuch Solace prove, 
As cannot be deſcrib'd by Men 
Who never were in Love. 


8 My Heart is fo enamour'd here, 
; 'Tho' "tis a Field of Blood, 
That Day and Night I here re 
And meet and talk with Goc 


1 HF: ſweet's the Walk I ſometimes take 
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9 O 'tis the prettieſt Walk I've known, 
The pleaſant'ſt Sight I've ſcen, 
The Mountain where my God i is ſhewn 


= human * ſlain! 
ht | SID | 3 1 | 
„ 
1 HO, who can this believe, who can eſpy 


For him the great Almighty Maker die? ; 

And not be quite humbled! ) 4 
| | Abas'd, aſhamed -—< | 

When Te of > Blood, his Croſs or Wounds are named, 
| And him adore. RR 
2 Fall a and cry and worſlup Church, by Blood £ 5 
80 reconcil d, and bought io God, - 
H. Blood be upon us, 


And on our Children, 
| Amen, and be it found upon our Brethren, 6 
1 5 For evermore ! 4 1 


HYMN -LVL.- 18 
E E him upon Mount Calvary | e 
In helliſn Pain and Torture die, 1 
luadge what he then went thro': | 1 

| Then hinkT how great his Love muſt he. | [4 


Which made him bear all this for _ | 
This Wrath and Smart and Woe 


MN EVI: 
1 C\ Deareſt Saviour, might my Heart 
Be quite giv'n up to Thee! 


0 might it, to be always Thine, 
My higheſt Pleaſure be 


A Collection of Hymxs. 63 
2 Thy Love, with ſuch a jealous Flame, 
Would have me wholly Thine ; 


Thy Blood fo ſhed, demands that I 
Should be no longer mine! 


3 But Lord, what loveſt Thou in me ? 
Thou ſeeſt me as I am! - 
Yet if thou chooſeſt {till to love, 
Thy choice I will not blame. 


„4 Ah Lord! it is the only Way, 
1 5 Love is the Maſter-Art, 
To conquer ſuch a Soul as mine, 
And break ſo hard a Heart: 


5 Here I confeſs to all the World, 
I ne'er ſhould have lov'd Thee, 

| Had'ſt Thou not dy'd for me, and firſt 
Shewnfuch a Love to me. 


6 O Love, O bleeding Love, I would 

Always with thee remain: 

O let my Soul with Thee yet more 
TE Inward Acquaintance gain. 

7 For this I feel, did even 1 

| : But know Thee as Thou art : 

I from this Time with thouſand Joys 

Would give Thee all my Heart. 


ru Low 
Now will we go and filent be 


GG 


And humbly bow both Heart and Knee 
Before our Lamb and Head : 


We'll venture gladly cv'ry Thing, | 
1 the Command of Chriſt our King, 
By Him we'i! be for ever led. | 


HYMN 
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HYMN LIX. 


\ Eareſt Saviour! thy beloved n ; 
Is enamour'd with thy bleeding Side, 
And the Prints in Hands and Feet, 
_ Give her Meditation ſweet, | 
Grant her thereby ever to abide. 


2 Let each Member's Body and his Soul | 

Dell and harbour in each Wound and Hole, 
Which the Scourge, the Nails, and Spear, 
Made in thy Fleſh, Saviour dear 


And thy Blood flow ſtreaming thro the Whole. 


3 O how charming is the bloody Tree! 
Come ye Sinners hither, come and ſee! 
See here hangs the Lamb of God! 

Who redeem d you thro? his Blood, 
And who pardons your Iniquity.. 


4 O how ſweetly didſt thou call and woo 
Us thy Servants, and thy Handmaids too, 
Who are all ſo vile and baſe, 
Where could be ſvch Love and Grace? 
There was never-ſuch a Lamb, that's true! 


5 Show'rs of Bleſſings we have felt indeed, 
Far exceeding all and every Need, 
For no Servant of our King 
Ever lacked any Thing: 
"T'was to bleſs us when he there did bleed. 


| 6 Lord, have Mercy on this Land and Place, 
And the Labours of thy Servants bleſs : 
Stand by them with Life and Pow'r, 
That they ev'ry Day and Hour, 
| Glad and boldly may yy Crots — 


HYMN 


- 
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HYMN IX. 


l T9 deareſt Lamb, thy helm g flaughter'd ſo, 


Is the poor Sinner's Life and Pardon too: 
Give me a deep Feelin 


Of this Salvation, 


And * * wounded Side my Habitation 
For evermore. 


2 Thou W all what's in my Heart, O Lamb, 3 
If thou wilt not receive me as I am, 4 
I muſt ſurely periſh : 
Bat Thou doſt love me, | 
And, midſt my Baſeneſs, ever wilt approye me 
As thy own Spo. 5 
3 | This feel I ev 'ry Day moſt ſurely true, 
Thy Love purſues me whereſoe er] go, 
Lea, when I'm rebellious 
And would forget Thee, 
Thou doſt not puniſh me, Love will not let Thee; 3 
But Thou forgiv'ſt. 


4 How glad am I that thou ſo loving art ! 
That Thou canſt bleſs my baſe and worthleſs Heart, 
And canſt freely bear with ; 
My whole Behaviour; 
© wert thou not exactly ſuch a Saviour 
What ſhould Ido? 


5 Since then thou art ſo good. I wiſh to be 
A faithful Servant quite refign'd to Thee! 
; And to feel thy Preſence | 
Each Day more healing 
And the 88 Sinner's conſtant happy Feeling 
The holy Shame. 
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HTMN LæXI. 


Ts © 3 


Ho U MY thron d in Heav 1 due ln, 
Cuno. II. 
Since thy only Son is, 185 
Tho' Lond God, their Brother now, | 
Father of the Churches. 


= To thy Name be always brought 


It's due Preiſe and Glory: 
For if Chriſt thy Son was not, 


Father, who could know Thee ? 


'y Let thy pow'rful Kingdom come, 


That Mankind do Homage 
To the Lamb who bore their Doom | 
In the Sinners Image. 


4 4s all Heaw'n obeys thy Will, 
Wich deep Adoration; 
So on Earth it all fulfil 
The Lamb's Congregation. 


4 Wi ith cur everlaſting Bread 


Be this Day us Feeding, 
With the Righteouſneſs of Gd 
From the Side ſo bleeding. 


6 Pardon us our Treſpaſſes, 


Like as we're forgiving * 


For thro' our Lord's Patience tis 


That ev'n we are living. 


15 7 In Temptation do not lead, 


Help us to fland ratber 
Frem the Wicked One quite freed, 
In the Wounds together. 


Amen. 
be 7 


men. 


. Amen. Jeſu, Tehovah, 


A Colleflion of Huss 
Both CN O. 


When we Thee are naming, 


To Gad, Glory, Pow'r and Su. . 
* fo ever, _— 


—_— 


HYMN LXII. 


\ Father dear! 

Pei mit us here 
Low at thy Throne, 
To thank Thee for thy Son, 
Whom thou ſo peat 
And free ; 
 Gav'ſt up to die 
And fatisfy 


For Adam's Race, 


And what created was. 


2 And Thou, O Lord! 


Th eternal Word, 


Who Fleſh wert made, 
Our venerable Head ! 


© thou beloved Heart! 
Thy Smart, 

Thy Stripes and Blows, 
Preſerve thy Spouſe 
In conſtant Peace, 

Till ſhe can fee ad Face. 


3 Dear Comforter, 


Hear Thou our pray r! 


And teach us mild 
Still more of thy dear Child. 


Tell us of Him our God, 
In Blood, 


And let his Bride 


Rejoic*d abide, 


Te. 4 Collier of Hymxs. 


In teaching his, 
That his Croſs Wiſdem is. 


4 Fall at his Feet, | 

Church as tis meet: 

He is thy Head, 

Fall 4 and yet be glad 
How much hath done for thee, 
Eva HE: 

O praiſe his Name 

With Joy and Shame. 

He's thine, thro' Blood, | 
"NP Lamb, oY — thy God. 


* 


H X M N LXII. 


71 TH Gladneſs will we waiting tand 
For our Lord jeſus Chriſt's Command ; 
Tho' ſeparated here below. 
Well yet in him together flow! ? 
Hence we at parting need not ſo complain, 

As if we never were to meet again. 


— 


— 
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_HYMN IXIV. 
HE Wounds on thee beſtow d, 
The Blood and Water Flood, 
Thy Heart ſo full of Pain, 
Thy Death, O Lord and GOD! 
Preſerve thy choſen Train 
In the Bond of Love 
Whereſoe er they move, 
III they meet above. 


HYMN 
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HYMN IXV. 


MT very dear Saviour, = 
| My Soul's ſolid Pleaſure 
"hou art, and for ever | 


I count Thee my Treaſure : 
Where e'er thou . there is wy Heart. 


21 y not contented, 
Nor happy, nor pleaſed, | 
But when thou'rt preſented e 
Before me all bruiſed : | 
When Thee] ſee, it comforts 1 me. 


3 All Sorrow, and Sighing 
| Muſt preſently leave me, 
When Thee I ſee dying, 
And bleeding, to ſave me: 
That Grief of thine, age mine. 


4 O dear bleeding Saviour 
I long to embrace Thee! 
While thouſand Drops cover, 
Hang on thee, and grace thee; 


And catch the Juice thy Wounds diffuſe, | 


5 For all thy Wounds painful, 
Which glad I remember, 
I daily am thankful, 
And praiſe their whole Number : 
Me, deareſt Lamb, thou ſav'dft by them. 


6 Before thy feet, Maſter, 

lc caſt me, and kiſs them, 

And cloſer and faſter, 
Is claſp them, and bleſs them; 
Nor know I where to be, but here / 
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7 Thy Wounds do ſo charm me, 
Is there be an Hermit, hs 
Where nothing can harm me; 

O O ſpeak and confirm it! 
Open Benign, and take me in. 


HYMN LXVI. 


1 7H O calls him poor, nor feels whkin, 
With deepeſt Shame, his Need, 
His Poverty extreme, and Sin, 

He is not poor indeed. A. 


2 But who, from inward Feeling, knows 
His fallen Nature's Frame, 
Under that Senſe aſhamed goes, 
And ſinks before the Lamb. 


3 The ſmalleſt ſtirrings of his Heart 
With Bluſbes fill his Face: 
He ſeels the Cauſe of ſeſu's Smart, 
And thanks him for bis Grace. 


4 How much he God's Redemption wants, | 
And Jeſa's Blood, he ſees: _ 3 
Ard inly groans, and longs, and pants, ö 
Intirely to be His. 


5 Wich all my Heart, God Holy Ghoſt, 
This Suit L make to Thee ; 

„ Shew me how much my Ranſom coll, 
How great my Poverty!“ 


6 O let me conſcious of my Want, 
A chirſt for Mercy, fit 


(With all my Weakneſſes content, 


At my dear Saviour's Feet. | Wh 


HYMYP 
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HYMN LXVII. 

I W HO would be well acquainted 

| With our Creator's Grace, 

Should view him when arraigned, 

At Pilate's Judgment Place; 

Or when, on that moſt heavy Day, 


In Sweats of Blood he fainted. 
And trembling proſtrate lay! 

2 How muſt thoſe Spirits wonder, 
Who kept their firſt Eſtate, 
To hear him groaning youder 7 

And view his bloody Sweat, 


73 


Forc'd from him by his Pangs and Smart, 


While Claps of heltiſh Thunder 
Roll'd on his aching Heart 


J Who knows, that he's JEHOVAH, 


And ſees, how low he's bow'd ; 
Beholds aloft the T o/ah *, 5 
Mock'd by the Jewiſh Crowd; 


Who ſees his Griefs, his Curſe, his Scars, 


His deep torn-open Pleura, 
He melts in thouſand tears. 


4 This Wiſdom (which fo gracious 
The Spirit us beſtows) 
Renders the Lamb moſt precious, 
Ihn all his Shame and Woes: 
O be ador'd, God, Holy Ghoſt! 
For manifeſling + | 
And what our Ranſom coſt. 


D 


5 Thou 


* The crucified or hanged one. The Name by 


which the Jews in Scorn call our Saviour. 
v CARES 
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5 Thou Father, God eternal! 
Who gave for us the Lamb, 

Whoſe Arms, and love Paternal, 
q Oßpheld him in his Aim. 
RA. We bow our Knees to Thee, ſince Thon 
| _ Haſt ſav'd from Realms infernal 
Thy Children here below. 


6 O very loving Saviour! 
With Tears thy Wounds we greet : 
Me thank Thee, dear Deliv'rer! 
And promiſe at thy Feet, 
'To give our Hearts and all we have 
To thee henceforth for ever, : 
And never will thee leave. | | 


HYMN LXVIIL 


2 Age all our Congregati ons, lo! 
Exceeding ſweet it ſounds, 


When we with Dulce Jubilo = 
Exalt the Man of Wounds : | ; J 
The holy Choirs of Cherubim 
Themſelves fing Amen to our Hymns, ; 
And to the Church above declare, 117 
How happy we are Bere! . = 
2 Our Anthem ſhall retorted be; 
The Harper's playing Crowd 
Sing it with us in Harmony 
Before the Lamb of God: 
It can't be otherwiſe than thus, 
| T he Lamb muſt mingle too with us, 
Muſt midſt his little Hearts appear, 
Who always round — „ 


_ Hymn 


Collection of 1 YMNS, 


H YM N LXIX. 
01 ve Wounds of Jeſus! 


You alone can eaſe us 
In all Miſery: | 
All the happy Churches, 
Which the Lamb did purchaſe, 
Keep your Jubilee : 
For the Bread, whereby we're fed, 
Is his wounded, torn and bloody ; 
Sin devouring Body. 


2 Keep thy choſen Sion 
From the roaring Lion 
Safe within thy Side: 
The whole Congregation, 
I' whom Blood brought Satratioh, 
Loves therein to hide: 
Happy Scat, O ſafe Retreat 
In — will I dwell for ever, 
Go out I will never. 


2 


HYMN IXX. 
* Lave of Chriſt hall us infore, 
And ſet our happy Hearts on Fire, 


To call the Crowd, who know not God, 

To view tne Lamb, the LORD's his Names 
Behold your dzing God! we ery, 
” Inev'ry Country far and nigh, | 
And all to him, ſhall bow the Knees, 

| Andall his Love, and Mercy Pr, 

With Hallelujah's “!? 5 

Beyond the Ethiopian bounds 
A T _P ſhall come, and kiſs has Wounds ! 
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His holy Side ſhall open wide, 
And let the Slaves of Sin, go in. 


2 The Star out of the Eaſt is ris'n, 


Low in the Duſt his En'mies muſt 
Aſham'd confeſs his Grace : 

The Gentiles ſhall his Glory fee, 

And Kings ſhall his Diſciples be: 


Bound under Hell's great Potentate, 
Shall view the Day Spring : 


He muſt the Souls deliver up, 
He muſt conſent, the Teſtament 


q Yet thouſands Satan's Hoſts detain, 
For whom the Lamb of God was ſlain: 
. Up, up, ye Troop, ye Brethren up! 


With Wounds refiſtleſs Force, go pour 
Your Fire on ev'ry Heathen Shore! 


And ſet the Icey Hearts on Flame; 
And wake the ſleepy. 

HE, who to death your Bliſs purſu'd, 

And ſhed his laſt dear Drop of Blood, 


YMNS, 


The Captives ſhall go forth from Pris'n, 


Thoſe, who in Shades and Darknefs fat, 


Is fix'd, and ſeal'd of God, avith Bloc. 


With Zeal declare, the LAMB's they are. 


60D“ Bloody-Sxucar, with Joy proclaim ! 


| When he, who keeps them, hears our Troop, 


| Your Aims ſhall aid, till you have made 
All tons own with ſhame the LAMB. 


— 


HYMN LAXI. 


N holy proceſſion | ; 
1 Our Saviour we follow, 
Whoſe Name and Profeſſion, 

We honour and hallow: 


Without dne Gate, we track lis get. 


A ColleFion of Hymxs. 


2 We join the bleſs'd Order, 
Our Biſhop has ſhewn us ; 
Thro' ev'ry Land's border, 

His Mark's ſeen upon us: 


Our Foreheads bear is Neu. Name ene. 


4 In every Nation 
We chearful confeſs him, 
And ſing his Salvation, 
Adore him, and bleſs him ? | 


* 


Tho' Devil's roar, with all their Pow' r. 


4 We look for ſuch Uſage, 
Our Saviour endured : 
His difficult Paſſage 
We follow, aſſured, | 
To gain our 8 and ſee the Lanb, 


p * F * 


HYMN LXXI. , 


| 1] Amb on ww thy Church is founded, 


Here, from Heav'n, Praiſes giv'n 
Thee, for being wounded ! 


; Thy deep Wounds are our Foundation: : 
Inly dear ftill they are 


| To oy Congregation. 
Who can their rich Depth ener 


Who have ſeen, what they mean, 


| With Love flowing over! 


| Theſe are Wells of our Salvation, 
Dug ſo deep, for the Sheep 


| Of each Tongue and Nation. 


"A 


5 Theſe 
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5 Theſe make glad Chriſt's Bride and Lover, 


Joy impart to each Heart, 
All the Churches over. 


6 O ye Wounds! whoe'er has ſeen you, 
| __ Can't but want, ſigh and pant, 
To be kept within you. 


» Nothing s ſo divine and precious! 
Nothing ſounds, like h Wounds ! 
— Wound; of 225 SUS! 


1 Y M N LXXIIl. 


At H! my | Heart's lk Jeſus Chuilt, 
Thou haſt the ſofteſt Bed, 
Wherein thy dear Diſciples reſt, 5 

Of which ſo much is ſaid, : 
And thought, and ſung, and prais'd, and yet 
Felt in the Heart more dear and ſweet ! 
How well can there a Dove abide? 

All Glory to the SIDE! 


2 Brought to the Birth, dear Creature thou, 
As Jeſus firuggling dy d; 
And x of ered } him thro', 

Born from his bleeding Side. 

The Soul of Chriſt thee ſanctify, 

His Spirit ſeal thee graciouſly : 

His Body torn with many a Wound 
Preſe! rve thee always found, 


HYMYN 


Collection of Hymns. 
HYMN LXXIV. 


2 Here agonizin Blood 
W The reeking Earth did cover, 


Ibere each unlamblike Thought 


I now inter for ever: 
_ Henceforth I move no where, 
Wo am thy Feb and Bone, 
But in the Atmoſphere 
88 dear Corps alone ! 


HYMN IXXV. 


Hat my Soul ſhould bow they down, 
Trials, or Temptation? 
Is not Chriſt upon the Throne ; 
Still thy ſtrong Salvation? 


2 What haſt Thou to do with Care? 
Why art thou ſo buſy? 


Chrift was flaughter'd! look thou there f 
Let that Scene amuſe thee. 


3 Caſt thy Burthens on the Lord, 
L. .eave them with thy Saviour: 
He, whoſe Hands for thee were bor J. 
Will thee ſure deliver. | 


4 See him falling on the Ground, 
Troubled in the Garden, | 
By Hell's Legion's compaſs'd round ; 
Cunt on him thy Burden. 


D 4 5 Go, 
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5 Go, and tell him all thy Woe, 
Shew whate'er can grieve _: 
All thy fears, and troubles ſhew, 

. thus will relieve thee. 


„ Turn thee to thy Reſt, my Soul, 

TPurn thee, and — 

How thy God is Merciful: 
Turn thee to Lever. 


7 Bluſh that thou haſt him forgot, 
Happy in him make thee :. 
He, who thee ſo dearly bought, 
Never will forſake thee. 


2 Leave all earthly Things 6 
All deſpiſe ſor ever: 


Count them Dung, and Droſs, and Wind, | 


Only mind thy Saviour. 


1 9 Run thou naked, {this is right) 

| Imitate thy Maſter : 

Lay aſide thy ev'ry Weight, 
So thou'lt run the faſter, 


HYMN LAXVI, 


7g, our bleſted Saviour, 
From Sin ſeparated, | 
W as at Miduight, as a Thief, 
Taken up and treated; 


2 Dragg'd before a wicked Court, 
_ Falſely there accuſed, 
"Tang dat, mock'd, and ip upon, | 
_ Terribly abuſed. 


3 Then 


10 
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Then was the moſt Innocent 
Scourg d. His Body trembles ! 
And a Crown of piercing Thorn 
Lore his ſacred Temples; 


4 With a Purple Robe He's mock'd, 
On all Sides aſſailed; 
And muſt bear His Crofs, on which 
He was to be nailed. 


5 At Noon he was on the Croſs, 
Naked, pain'd and fainting, 

Pouring out his precious Blood, 
Praying hard, and panting : 


6 The Spectators and the Thieves 
Who hang'd with him, mocking ; 
Till the Sun withdrew his Shine 
From a Scene ſo ſhocking. 


> At three, Tefus cry'd aloud, 
| Why am I forſaken ! 
Then was Vinegar and Gall 
Offer'd, but not taken. 


8 Then he yielded up the Ghoſt! 
All Things fill'd with Wonder! 
Graves were open'd, the Veil rent! 
Mountains cleft aſunder ! ' 


3 Grant, O Chrif, thou Son of God ! 
Thro' thy bitter Paſſion, 
That we may be thy Reward, 
And have thy Salvation. 


10 Let us always weigh the "9 
Off thy Death and Suff rings: 
And for this, tho poor we are. 

Bring Thee our Thank Or! rings. 
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HYMN LXXVII. 


XA wounded Prince, thy choſen Race 
5 With everlaſting Love embrace: 

Let Streams of Life thy Church o erſpread, 

For which thy precious Blood was ſhed. 


2 Thou, Lamb, from everlaſting ſlain, 
Thou always doſt the ſame remain, 
The ſame kind, loving Sinner's Friend; 
Whoſe Years and Mercies never end. 


3 Thy Blood, and Death * the Tree, 
Our only Meditation be! SET 
Thy Wounds, and Stripes be Day and Night, 

Our darling Pleaſure and Delight! 

4 Thro' this bad World thy Ranſom'd-Guide 
Seal'd up within thy bleeding Side: 
From Satan's Wrath and Craft therein : 
Thy harmleſs Doves for ever ſcreen. 


5 Thy juſt Reward are they, thy Spoil, 
The purchaſe of thy bloody Toil: 
This was the Father's firm Decree, | 
That they thy choſen Race ſhould be. 
6 Much hated they, deſpis'd and mean, 
Vet while they on the Bridegroom lean, 

Let Nations rage, let Devil's roar, 
The ſlaughter d Lamb they fiill adore. 


— 


HYMN LXXVII. 


1 A LL Glory be to God on high, 
Ve Sons of Adam fill the Sky 
With Praiſe and Thankfulneſs : 


God 


3 All Glory to th' eternal Son, 


4 He as a poor mean Child was born, 
| His Birth no Palace did adorn, 


He had but one beloved Son, 


And bore our Curſe, our Ranſom paid, 
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God, from an everlaſting Love, 
© Derrocd with His dear Son above 
A finful World to Bleſs ! 


2 Stand ſtill, and ſee what God has done : 


And Him he freely gave, 
For whom was this? een for a Race 
Of curſed Sinners vile and baſe ! 
Yea all He came to ſave. 


That he moſt freely did put on 
Our Fleſh and Miſery, 
That He our God, a Man was made, 


By bleeding on the Tree. 


A Manger was his Bed; 
Look, look upon this riſing Sun, 
Till Tears of Love thy Eyes o'er-run, 
This Babe is Chriſt our Head. 


I 


God 


H Y MN LXXIX. 


HOU, who with Sinners ſmitten art, 
Who doſt to Sinners friendly prove; 
We now draw near to view thy Heart, 


That Heart, which burns and melts with Lore, | 
We (God for ever be ador'd) 


Of that thrice happy Order are, 
For whom thou chiefly *“ gracious Lord 


The Scaurge, the T — the Croſs didſt ber. 
2 Come 


" 1 Tim. 4. 19. 
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'S Come then amongft us, Sinners friend ! 
We bind ourſelves for ever e ; 
For Thee our Lives en to ſ 
| United in thy Love 14 oy 
Stir, Lord. that we may feel thy Pow'r, 
In Spirit when we Service yield; 
And let us here and evermore, 
With Seraph's holy Fire be fill'd. 


1 Come hold a Love-Feaſt with us, Lord 6 
Thy Fleſh and Blood the Dainties be; 
One Lack into thy Wounds afford ; 
There let us our Election fee! 
We kiſs the Prints the Nails have made 
In both thy Hands, and both thy Feet, 
© Love, dear Love! we ſhould e 
Were er * FP — Death more 


—_— * ä 


9 a . as n * pF 
— — * a — — 
* * 


HYMN LXXX. 


HOU Souls beſt Friend, thou * Heart, 


Who full of Love by Nature art, 
We ever can preſume to ſay 
EF He lov'd, ere Thou hadſt ſhewn the Way ? 
Who eber could boaſt his Heart was in a Flame, 
Before the Bridegroom woo'd, and overcame? 


2 One well may wonder at ſuch Love; 
"© that is in us well may move, 
o think how one ſo good and great, 
So holy, happy, and compleat, : 
— and burn to ſave loſt Men from Hell, 
y know to hate ea 5 


2 —_ Enmity's the only Thing 3 
That we to move Thee, Lord, can brin 'S: 


This 


—= D 
<= 28 Hg 


F SP 


| 
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This forc'd thee from thy Throne above, 
Even to Death this made thee love. 
Sweet Lord ! how Kingly doth thy Grace appear; 
0 What a Maſter-piece of Love is here ! 


4 What coldeſt Hearts can chuſe but "EY 
When to thy Love's ſtrong Fire they turn? 
Yes, they muſt feel a kindling Ray, 
Diſſolve in Tears and melt away. 

Dear Lamb ! thy Love is ſuch an endleſs Store, 

The Wit of Man muſt As adore. 5 


n YMN IXXXI. 
13 et ſiveet's the Dream of her that fleeps, 
Ev'n Thee, 'Thou happy _—_ TE 


When chooſing for thy Reſt the 
| Where thy Beloved dy'd. 


2 The Bands that bound thy Lover faſt, 
Unbind thee from thy Pain, 

His piercing Cry that ſooths thy Soul, 
And Sings to ſleep again. 


; The Nails which caus'd him ſo much Smart, 
Thy heav'nly Seat make faſt; 

He bears Thee on his Heart, Thou _ 
Sleep on, and take thy Reft, 


4 Huſh, Stir not up the Friend of Chriſt, 
Wake not, the lovely Bride; 

Some Viſion cauſeth her to ſmile, 
She ſees his open Side. 


36 A Collelion of Hyuxs. 


1 Wuar then is our Anſwer when aſk'd who | 


woes are, 5 . 

Since Strangers and Pilgrims to all we appear? 

We ſimply confeſs, we are Sinners, whom God 

Came down ſrom his Throne, and redeem d with 
his Blood. ITY 


2 This each can affirm, I am dear to the Lamb; 


Who looks on his Boſom, can read there my Name; 


Upon his dear Forehead, his Back, Feet, and 


? 


Hands, | 1355 
Engraven th Account of my Ranſom · price ſtands, 
3 He carried me careful, when travail'd his Soul; 
I ſhar'd not his Sorrows, he ſuffer'd the whole; 
And when his dear Heart by the Soldier was torn, 
TI out of his Pleura was really bom. _ 


4 Long as in his Bus'neſs the Nations I trace, 


His Blood and his Wounds ſhall continue my Pals: 
Tho' . and Hell's Armies t'oppoſe my Courſe 
Like Lightning they fly at the Sound of the Bled 
5 Who hear our Confeſſion, ſhall ſet to their Seal; 
The Saviour's will own us, the others will rail; 
And we like a Snow-ball, the longer we roll, 
Shall gather our own, till we gather the whole. 


— 


HY MN LXXXIII. 
TD LOODY Reconciler, 
Th y Croſs Church's Healer ! 


be 
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If Times numberleſs 

1 thy Feet embraced, 

Wept them wet and kiſſed | 

For electing Grace; 

Yet I nought 

Thereby had wrought, . 
For thy Smarts reward now ſeize me, 
Vea and Thouſands with me. 


a With Blood ſprinkled Garments, and Cenſers on 


5 But nothing ſo weighty or right to you ſeems, 


4 Ono, our Lamb's Father and Spirit rever'd, 


H Y M N LXXXIV. 


WAY, Prieſteſs of Jeſus attending beneath _ 
The Croſs s red Altar, where God bled to 
What is it you offer ? what cauſes the ſmell, 
Which pleaſes the Father 7ebowah ſo well? 


2 We hallow'd with Water and Sweat from the 13 


Flame, 
With thouſands of Joys at his Altar are found ; 
- On Incenſe is Tears, n and Blood from ench 
Wound. | 


Nor ought in your praying, or pteaching, or 
Hymns, 
As Jeſus his dying, his Wounds and his Blood; 
Is nothing elſe worthy to burn before God ? 


Do nothing like Jeſu's ſweet Off ring regard; 

There's nought brought before him which he eſteems 
Good, 

Unleſs 1 it aſcends i in the smoke of the Blood. 


1 A Collefion of Hy ws. 


5 What then is the Lamb pray ? or what has he 


done, | 
That he and his Suff rings are weighty alone? 


Our Lamb is our Maker, who nail'd on the Croſs 


In Fleſh, has atton'd for and reconcil'd us. 


6 We pray you this Matter mo:e fully explain, 
And wherefore he needed for you to be ſlain? 


What was the ſtrange Reaſon he ſuffer d and bled, 


Since he was Creator, and all Things had made? 


7 He ſaw, when thro' Adam the Curſe enter'd in, 
And view'd the loſt World in its Ruin and Sin; 
And cauſe all the Evils came in by a Man, 

He Man would become, and reſtore it again. 


8 How was this accompliſh'd, and how was appeas'd, 


The 0 and Wrath, Diſobedience had Z 


rais'd ? 


| What Means has he aſd. what Pains did it coſt | 
For him to redeem and reſtore what was Joſt? 


9 His own Fleſh and Blood for an Off ring he gave 
With Prayers to him who was able to fave ; 
In agonies dreadful and Mis'ry he dy'd ; 


Thus brought to the Birth, we were born from his 


Side. 


10 In op'ning the Side then ſome Myſtery lay ? 
The ſecond Man Jeſus as he dy'd away, 


| Would, as the firſt Adam, have born his dear 


Bride, 
His favoured Church as a Rib from his ae. 


11 But why did he bleed? could his bleeding do good ? 
There was no Remiſſion without ſhedding Blood, 
Nor yet could the Blood of all Creatures attone, 


The Wrath was ſo great, which made God ſhed | 


his own. Ys 1 


12 Did 
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12 Did all the Wrath ceaſe at the Death of the Lamb? 


So ſoon as the Blood on Mount Calvary came: 


_ Scarce were his Hands bor” d, or he to the Croſs- 
bound, IGround. 
But Peace was proclaim'd, and the Curſe left the 


13 But how did the Godhead regard the pain'd Son ? 
It help'd him, well pleaſed at what he had done, 
And only for ſake of his Death has forgivin, 


And reconcil'd all Things in Earth and in Heav'n. 


14 Now can one, fince Jeſus our Off ring is ſlain, 
Whate'er of the Father one wiſhes, obtain ? 
O yes, and while Seraphim trembling do gaze, 
A Sinner can go to him near as he pleaſe. 


15 If now one would even approach thro' the Lamb 5 


The Father of Jeſus, in Jefus's Name, 
Can one be admitted? O yes and abide 
Beholding his Glory in Jeſu's pierc'd Side, 


16 The Oil of his Swear by the Spirit beſtow'd, 


Anoints who approach him, the Prieſts of their 
God: | 


Whoe' er of his Blood the leaſt Drop can u Gin 
Continues before him unſpotted and clean. 


7 O Saviour, O Maker, O Lord God and Lamb! 


Anoint us, and fill thou our Cen eis with Flame: 
And we in white Garments will miniſtring ſtay, 
And we from thine Altar will ne'er go away. 


11 


H YMN — 


HE Lamb, with all his Grief and Smart, 
Remains the Pleaſure of my Heart, 
Long as it moves in me: 
Yea, even when it beats no more, 
There. where the Spear his Side did bore, 
I have my Place e ernally. 
HYMN 
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90 A Collection of Hymns. 
HYMN LXXXVI. 


2 Head ſo full of Bruiſes, 
So full of Pain and Scorn, 

Midft other ſore Abuſes | 
Mock'd with a Crown of Thorn ! 

O Head cer now ſurrounded 
With brighteſt Majeſty, 

Now pitiabf wounded | 
Accept a Kiſs from me. 


2 Thou Countenance tranſcendent, _ 
At other Times reverd 
By Worlds on thee dependent, 
With Spittle now beſmear d! 
How art Thou grown ſo fallow ? 
Who has thoſe gracious Eyes, 
Whoſe Radiance knew no Fellow, 
Clouded in cruel Wile ? 5 


3 Thy Cheeks ſo florid Colour, 
Thy Lips once roſy Grace, 
Pale Deach, and heavy Dolour 
Did utterly deface: 
Did thy whole Body waſted 
To ſuch a State reduce, 
| That there it lay exhauſted 3 
Of Bloom, and Strength, and Juice. 


4 Now Lord, what Thee tormented, 

Was properly my Load; 5 
J had the Debt augmented, 

Which thou didſt pay in Blood. 
Here ftand I bluſhing Sinner, _ 

On whom Wrath ought to light: 

But now, my Health's Beginner ! 

Thy Grace ſalutes my Sohe. 


3 aden | 


Te | 


In _ with ſoft 
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c Aﬀert me, my Preſerver! 
My Shepherd, for me care! 
How many, all Good's Giver, 
To me thy Benefits are! 
Thy Mouth with Words like Honey 
And Milk hath me bedew'd; 


Thy Spirit with Patrimon 
Ot heav'nly Joy endu d. 


6 Tl here with Thee continue; 


(Tho' poor deſpiſe me not) 
I'm one of thy Retinue: 
As were I on the Spot, 
When, earnin my Election. 5 
Thy Heart broke in Death, 
Ae eo 
And catch thy lateſt Breath. 


7 It 1 me ſolid Pleaſure, 


Heart does not recoil, 
When I dive in ſome Meaſure | 
Into thy Pangs and Toll : 
Yea could I, my Life's Founder! 
Upon thy Death and Croſs 
My own Life loſe, up-render, 
How ſweet would be that Loſs? 


8 T thank thee with good Reaſon, 


O Jeſu, Friend in Need! 
For thy Death's bitter Seaſon, 
To which thy Love agreed. 
Grant me to lean unſhaken 
On thy Fidelity, 
Until from hence I'm taken 
The Wounds themſelves to ſee. ” 


© When ſhall I get Permiſſion 


To leave this mortal Tent, | 
From Pains and Griefs diſmiſſion) 
Thyſelf juſt then preſent; 


: 2 A Collefion of Hymns. 
And let my Mouth expiring 
On thy dear Breaſt recline, 


And be bod Life acquiring 
From that pierc'd Heart of thine, 


10 Appear as my Protector, 
Who turns to Joy all Tears; 
My Fleſh and Bone (no Spectre) 

Wich all thy Croſs's Scars: 
While I thy gentle Viſa 
Survey, how glad and bold 
Shall I receive the Meſſage, 
And let NED Limbs 1 8 cold? 


FRY 1 a "OI" — * 


1 Y M * IXXXVI. 


Riſe ye who are Captive 1 
wt Complain no more for Chriſt our Head, 
From ev'ry Sin relieves ; 
Redemption He'll to none deny, 
His precious Name 1s Jeſus : Why? 
He ſaves whoe ler believes. 


2 When Floods of Wrath divine aroſe, 

When Heav'n and Earth, and Hell were Foes, 

My Jeſus prov'd a Friend ; 

His bleeding Wounds a ſhelt'ring Place, 

©. Refuge ſure in my Diſgrace, 
His Blood from Vengeance ſcreen'd. 


3 For all the Holy One made Sin, 
Nail'd to the Croſs my Soul to win, 
His Blood he freely ſpiltz; 
And now his Righteouſneſs divine, 
Imputed to my Faith is mine, 
Removing Sin and Guilt, 


4 Ac- 
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4 Acquainted he with deepeſt Grief, 
Our Sorrows bore, and as a Thief 
Hung on th' accurſed Tree; 
In him the faireſt Son of Men, 
Nor Form, nor Comelineſs was ſeen : 
O Depth of Miftery ! 5 
5 He kindly took our Fleſh and Blood. 5 
Now without Bluſh his Brotherhood, | 
_ His Stock and Kindred owns; | 
His God our God and Father is, 
What glorious Privilege is this 
To his redeemed Ones! 


6 The Judge of all condemned was 
To Death, to gain our woful Cauſe, 
The Prince of Life was ſlain: 
The Lord delighted in his Death, 
And would have ev'ry Soul by Faith 
Salvation ko ban. 
7 The Son, tho' on the Godhead's Throne, 
Will ne'er diſclaim his Fleſh and Bone, 
But like a tender Nurſe, 25 
The Sucklings feed with Breaſts of Love, 
And ſhow'r his Mercies from above, 
For he's the living Source. 
8 His Promiſes he cannot break, 
Never a helpleſs Soul forſake, 
For Life and Blood he pawn'd; 
Tho' Storms and Waves with Fury beat, 
Vea ev'n in fi'ry Trials Heat, 
The Rocks unſhaken ſtand. 
9 Jehovah's Strength with me abides, 
While Chriſt himſelf in me reſides, 
Immanuel, God with us: 


* E - 
30 
"3 5 
6, 
£ 
-% 
2 
4 
* 
= 
IJ 
1 
— 
ik 
i 
1 
1 
+. 
4 4 7 
2 
1 p 
* 
1 
BE 
Ss 
2 
y 
* * 
. = 
ws 
= 
<< 
= 
2.3 
3 
o > Rn 
.- 
bw 
+ p'Y 
t = 
- 
4 
8 
1 % 
ld 
1 
ti 
= 
4 
* 
= 


Let Satan roar, let Hell aſſail. 
The Bridegroom's Heart can never fail, 
| The Serpent's Head he'll bruiſe. 10 Re: 
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10 Rejoice, ye Heav ns, and Earth reply, 


With Praiſe, ye Sinners, fill — w_ 
All Grace his Death 
Your Woes with Bleſſings are exchanged, 
Vou in his Children's Order rang ad 
Eternal Life 1s . 


H > $ M N LXXXVII. 


0 — Chriſt's Relation * 
Be for ever glad and well, 
Thro' the Suff ring, and the Off ring, 
Which hath ranſom'd thee from Hell. 


2 He, who cleaveth, moves and liveth 
Ev'ry Hour in Jeſu's Wounds ; 


| Whoſe Heart gloweth, and who goeth = 


In the Light which there abounds : 


4 He who bleſſes and embraces 
That dear Heart, ſo full of Grief ; 
| Who relying on his dying, 
Finds in all his Wants Relief : 


4 He dare anſwer, when 1 
Who he is? and whence he came ? 
Tu a Sinner, and a Lover 
O the Child from Bethlehem. 
5 Jeſus dying makes thee joying, 
Church of Philad Ipbia 7 * 


Who hath dearer Things or nearer, 
Goes Laedicea's M. > 


2 
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; FTER the Labours of thy Life, 
Thou, Jeſu, on the Croſs did'ſt die ; f 
Thou ſuffer'dſt much on our Behalf, 
And did'ſt Thou merit nought thereby ? 
Forbid that Thought! Thy Blood indeed 
Has purchas'd ev'ry Grace we need. 


2 We need not lie in Chains of Sin, 
In Fear and Darkneſs all our Days; 
If but our Hearts have Thee within, | 
Our Mouths can gladly ſound thy Praiſe : 
Numbers of Slaves thou haſt made free, 
For where Grace 1s, there's Liberty. 


3 There's ſome ſtrange Virtue in thy Death, 
Which may we daily more diſcern; 
Something that can a ne w Life breath 

Into the Soul and make it burn: 
Thank him all ye who know indeed 
This Truth, that he did for you bleed. 


4 You, who were Slaves of Sin before, 
The ſaymg chearfully repeat : 
6 Thou, Lord for Love of us haſt bore 
Contempt and Pain and bloody Sweat; 
Our Souls from Sin and Hell to free, 
« And win our Hearts. to follow Thee!” 


eee. 


HYMN XC. 


Ould but the World its Wiſh obtain, 
No, not a Chriſtian would remain, 
All would to Wreck and Ruin run, 
IN What Jeſus by his Paſſion won. _ 


oo Collection of Hy uxNs. 


2 But let the World oppoſe and rave, 
Its dev'liſh Wiſh it ne'er can have; 
That Cauſe ſhall never ſuffer Harm, 
Which res on Jeſu's out · ſtretch d Arm, 


3 For while our Maſter rules above, 
It will each Day more glorious prove; 
While he fits down on God's Right- ona, 
It muſt and will unſhaken ſtand. 


4 Indeed we own if once they can 
Dethrone the high exalted Man; 
Then Evil with us will it be, 
A Proſpect fad we then ſhall ſee. 


5s But 1 am abſolutely ſure 
Our Lord will ever fit ſecure ; 
For ever will our Shepherd prove, 
And we for ever feel his Love. 


'6 Thus i in our Lamb we Refuge end, 
Fear neither Storm, nor angry Wind -; 
In Danger chearful, void of Care, 

No Enemy can touch a Hair. 


- For theſe our God has number'd all, 
Without his Leave not one can fall ; 
If in the leaft He is ſo true, 


What won't He in the greater do. 


* 


HYMN XC. 


0 forth, in n Spirit 80 
T To Calv ry's holy Mount! = 
| See there thy Friend between two Thieves, 
Suff ring on thy Account. 
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2 Fall at his Croſs's Foot, 
And fay, my God and Lord, | 
Here let me dwell, and view thoſe Wounds 
Which Life for me procur d! 


13 Fix on that Face thine Eye; 
5 Why doſt thou backward ſhrink ? 
What a baſe Rebel thou haſt been 
To Chriſt, thou now doſt think. 


4 Fear not, for this is he 
Who always loves us firſt, 
And with white Robes of Righteouſneſs | 
Delights to deck the worſt. 


cs Or art thou at a Loſs 
W hat thou to him ſhaltfay? 
Be but ſincere, and all thy Caſe 
Jjaſt as it is diſplay. 


| 6 That Heart our Saviour loves, 
Which does not ſtrive to wave 
Pretences fair, to ſooth itſelf, 
And his ſharp Eyes deceive. 


HYMN XCIL. 


FESU, Thou Sinner-loving Lord, 
Fulneſs of Life, and Peace divine; 
Touch with thy chearing, quick'ning Word 
'Th's cold, this lifelefs Heart of mine; 
Speak from thy bleſs'd Abode above, 
O'ercome and melt me into Love. 


2 I own I am a Sinner vile : 
| From Unbelief is all my Smart; 
Fa But ah! chaſtiſe me with a Smile, 
And holy Shame * warm my Heart; 3 


Again 
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Again will I in Tranſport 5 
Adore thy Wounds, and kiſs thy Feet. 


3 Give mea little While to lean 
My troubled Head upon thy Breaſt, 
There will I learn to love again, 
And loſe my Cares, and find my Ref: 
*Tis only there my Wants will ceaſe, 
The Port of Blifs, the Sphere of Peace. 


4 Thence will I wonder at my Fears, 


And bleſs and own the Lord my Chief 1 


I'll blefs thee wth a Thouſand Tears, 
And hate this ſullen Unbelief: 

Thence will J learn to doubt no more, 

But truſt 82 Love; — wait e's Pow'r. 


1 Y M N xc. 


s chere a Thing 1 che Sk . 
Can Comfort give or ſatisfy, 
But my dear Saviour's Wounds ? 
There is a ſweet and conſtant Peace, 
A Treaſure hid of richeſt Grace, 
All elſe are empty Sounds. 


2 Yet fink my Soul, fall down with Shame 
Before his Face, who only came 
Td ſuffer, bleed, and die; 
O think npon thy Sin and Guilt, 
For which his gracious Blood was ſpilt, 
Thou didſt him crucify. 


3 See thou vile Piece of finful Duft, 
Thy deareſt Lord {ſweat for thy Luft, 
T ill Drops of Blood fall y3 Bag 
See who it is lies proſtrate there, 
Hear his thrice utter d mourtiſul Pray'r, 
Mark « ev'ry Sigh and Groan. 5 


n 
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I'm loſt in Wonder and Amaze. 
Here I'll abide and melt and gaze, 
Tis God's beloved Son! 
How heavy is that Weight he bears, 


_ His Soul's oppreſs'd with Grief and Tears, 
Ihe bitter Cup comes on. : 


5 Lord doſt thou ſuffer this for me ? 
Doſt Thou feel all this Miſery, 

To give me Life and Peace ? 
Then will I bear this on my Heart, 
My All is purchas'd with thy Smart, 

Thy Blood ſigns my Releaſe. 


6 But ſee thy Lord dragg'd like a Thief, 
For thee he bore this Shame and Grief, 
Scorns, Buffetings, and Stripes; 

See bim nail'd to the Croſs's Wood, 
Deſpisd by Man, and bath'd in Blood 

Thy Debt away this wipes. 


Vet look again and thou ſhalt ſee 
O'er Death he's got the Victory, 


And ſtands at God's Right- hand, 
A Prieſt for ever to remain, 


The Lamb from everlaſting ſlain, 
His Kingdom faſt ſhall ſtand, 
8 Behold in Heav'n all bow the Knee 


To him who hung upon the Tree, 
And Adoration pay : 


Then. O my Soul, do thou aſpire 
In Heart and Soul to join this Choir, 
And thy dear Lord obey. 


* 8 HYMN 
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HYMN XCIV. 

I Thirſt thou wounded Lamb of God, 

I. To waſh me in thy cleanſing Blood: 


'To dwell within thy Wounds ; then Pain 
Ils ſweet, and Life or Death is Gain, 


2 Take my poor Heart, and let jt be 


For ever clos'd to all but Thee ! 
Seal thou my Breaſt, and let me wear 
That Pledge of Love for ever there. 

3 How bleſt are they, who ſtill abide 

Cloſe ſhelter'd in thy bleeding Side! 


Who Life and Strength from thence derive, 


And by Thee move, and in Thee live 
4 What are our Works but Sin and Death, 
Till thou thy quick'ning Spirit breathe l 
Thou giv'ſt the Pow'r thy Grace to move, 
O wond'rous Grace ! O boundleſs Love! 


5 How ean it be, Thou heav'nly King, 
That thou ſhould'ſt us to Glory bring 
Make Slaves the Partners of thy Throne, 
Deck'd with a never fading Crown ! 


6 Hence our Hearts melt, our Eyes o'erflow, 
Our Words are loſt, nor will we know, 
Nor will we think of oaght beſide, 
My Lord, My Pove is crucify d. 
7 Ah Lord! enlarge our ſcanty Thought, 
To know the Wonders Thou haſt wrought ! 
VUnlooſe our ſtamm ring Tongue, to tell 
Thy Love, immenſe, unſearchable. 


rx p 


A Collention of Hymns. tor 


8 Firſt born of many Brethren Thou, 
To thee, lo! all our Souls we bow : 
To thee our Hearts and Hands we give, 
'Thine may we 128 Thine may we * 


3 ä 
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TE thought, an though*, and thought again, 
Still did my Thoughts to nothing come, 

Till weary'd, I cry d out for Grace; 

And then the Saviour took me Home. 


2 Now ſaſe he hides me in his Wounds, 
And nurſes me becauſe I'm poor, . 
With Reas'ni 85 dark and diſmal Thoughts 
I need perplex myſelf no more, 


3 Lead me each Day, for Lord thou know'ſt 
| J long to be ev'n as thou art; 
For ſince I've taſted l hy free Grace, 
I can't but love Thee in my fleart. 


4 I'll make a Cov'nant then with thee ; 
Never to be diffolv'd again, 
Thy poor Child I will always be, 
And Thou my Father ſhalt remain. 


And when at any Time I ſtray, 
Or Satan, would my Soul aſſail. 
Unto thy Blood and Wounds I'll fles, 

That Refuge which can never fail. 


— 


T 
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HYMN Xvi. 


= 4 AMB, Lamb, O Lamb, my Sacrifice! 

My Heart delights to worſhip thee, 

. Since by the Gift of Faith I know, 4 
Thou waſt made Mar to die for me. 9 


2 Thou Lamb, haſt broke the Chains of Sin, 
Captive haſt led Captivity; 
And Satan now mult trembling own, 

Im thine, hecauſe thou dy'dit for me. 


3 Now when my Sins appear, and F 
My Heart in its work Light do ſee; 
I own 'tis true, and thank the Lamb, 1 
That could vouchſafe to die for me. | | 


4 From Sin and Fear, from Guilt and Shame, 
| How does he watch to keep me free ? 

O none can think the tender Care 

Of that dear Lamb, who dy'd for me. 


5 Whether the World goes right or wrong, 
Whate'er my Circumſtances be, 
1 Where'er I'm ſent, or move, or turn, — © 
1find the Lamb, who dy'd for me. 


6 When I would af for any Thing 
1 want, I have no other Plea, 
But, Alba, Father, give me this, | 
Becauſe the Lamb hath dy'd for me. q 


When to the Gates of Death I come, 
This ſhall alone my Paſſport be, 
And Death muſt let me go, becauſe 
He Knows the Lamb 3 bath dy d for me. 


10 


1. 
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Can any find the ſmalleſt Curſe, 

Or Debt, trom which 1 am not free? 
No, there's not one : For all was paid, 
And finiſh'd when he dy'd ſor me. 


9 Should Þ be afl:'d, how long ſhalt Thou 


Enjoy this Happineſs ? I'll ſay ; 
White poor in Spirit I remain, 
He'll let me know he dy'd for me. 


10 Perhaps this Truth may fail? No, no. 


When Heav'n and Earth away ſhall flee; 
It ſtands ſecure upon his Word 
And Oath, that he has dy'd for me. 

11 Or ſhould one aſk, Can no one elſe 
Have part in this great Myftery? 
Ves, all, the worſt, without Reſpect, 

Have Right to ſay, he dy'd for me. 

12 For the Confuſion, Fear, and Sin, 

Vea, and the World's whole Miſery, 


Comes all from this, they don't believe 


In him who dy'd for them and me. 


| 13 What Love is this my deareſt Lamb? 


II ſerve no other Lord but Thee: 
It is but right that I ſhould live 
To thee, when thou haſt dy'd for me. 


14 And while the heav'nly Choir abou, 
Praife thee with ſweeteſt Harmony, 
My Heart with all the Strength it has, 
Shall fing be/ow, Thou dy'dR fer me. 


4 HYMN 
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AMB! Lamb! O Lamb! ſo greatly ry'd, | 
So griev'd, and yet fo loy'd, 
My Heart's no longer mine, no, no, 
Tiis now the Lamb's approv 4; 7» 
The ſtandard Croſs, the ſtreaming Wounds, 
Have claim'd it for theis own ; 
The Wages now, the due Rew ard 
Of Jeſu's Blood alone. 


2 The Blood-Sweat which with glowing warmth 


Down from thy Body flow” d, 
Bedeu d the Earth ; and cv Curſe 
In all the Book of Go, 
(That o'er the guilty Head of Man 
Did firy Wrath diſplay) 
This healing Stream, with ev TY Drop, 
For ever waſh'd away. 


3 Hear World! the Hero Lamb of God, 
Who came and ſojourn'd here, 
| Freely took all upon himſelf, 
And liv'd ſome thirty Year, 
Deſpis d indeed, and poor and mean, 
And on a Croſs was ſlain; 
He's the Redemption Ranſom Price, 
For me and ev'ry Man. 


4 By this I ſtand, for this great Truth 
I l venture Life and Blood; 
Stand by me, ſtrengthen me, my God! 
To make this Witneſs good ; 
Help me to bring ten thouſand Souls, 
The ſame free Grace to feel: | 
Henceforth T'll Preach it more and more, 


The L amb * ſet his Seal. 
H Y M N 
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HYMN XCVIIL 


. 4 Saviour, Thou didſt ſhed 
Thy precious Blood for me; 
O dwell within my worthleſs Heart, 
And let me live to thee, 
Thou calleſt all, O Lord, 
Too come to Thee and lire; 
I therefore come with all my Sins, 
I I know Thou canſt forgive. 
2 My Lamb, and Saviour dear ! 
I long to ſee Thy Face, 
To know Thee more and more by Faith, 
pray Thee give me Grace. 
And when this Life is o'er, 
O may I dwell with thee, 
Still worſhipping the bleſſed Lamb, 
Who liv dla 2 d for me. 


1 1 M „l 


1 * 1 Prince enthron'd on high, 
After thy Blood A- thirſt I cry, 
1 thee I long to reſt 
| Reclining on thy loving Heart 
I'm firangely well and ev'n my Smart 
Is wholetome, good, and greatly bleſt. 


2 After Thy Grace a-thirit to be, 
Already That's to hang on Thee ; 
To feel thy Love alone, 
That's to po! feſs thee, Sinners Friend; 
_ Ev'n parting all for thee to ſpend. 
This in thy Book is noted down. 8 
5 3a 


IN 


106 4 Collection of Hynixs. 


3 O take me by the Hand and Heart, 

| Gracious and loving as thou art, 
And deep thy Seal impreſs: _ 
Keep me ſhut up ſecure and free 
From earthly Noiſe and Miſery ; 

Thyſelf find always free Acceſs ! 


4 I lov'd Thee little, gracious Lord, 
Tho” by the heav'nly Hoſt ador d, 
Ere I thy People lov'd: 
The Beauties of thy choſen Race, 
Of being ſmitten with thy Grace 
The wonderful Occaſion prov'd. 


HYMN 2 


* Thou the faireſt of Mankind, 
Thy Beauty ſtrikes both Heart and Mind: 
yet nothing is ſo fair in Thee, | 
As thy ſweet Form upon the Tree. 


2 Thy Cròſz whenever it appears, 
It a the hardeſt Heart to Tears : 
Its Virtue no one can ex 
Who feels it, he feels Happineſs. 


3 Thy Blood, which was ſo freely ſpilt 
For ev'ry Sinner's Debt and Guilt, 
The Nail-holes and the pierced Side, 
And ev'ry Stripe, revive the Bride. 


4 Away, ye Painters, with your Art! 
The Spirit paints within the Heart; 
Draws to the Life the bloody Tree, 
And lets us it in Spirit ſee. 


5 O Lord, this Object deep impreſs 
In each of Thy dear Witneſſes: 
Let nought by them be ſo much ey d 
As * and him — * 


HYMN 
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HYMN Cl. 


Raiſes to thee, God Holy Ghoſt. we ſend, 
Who doſt the Lamb's Attonement ed, 
And of that ſole Fountain | 
Of all Salvation, 
Canſt ſo 3 give us Intimation, 
hat we it know. 


2 A precious Myſtery i it is indeed; 
The bleſſed Angels ſtill to learn Froceed 
More of God's deep Wiſdom, 
| Which they ſo value, 
And by Chriſts Church, — his elect Retinue, 
-- "They trace i out. 


; The Well ſpring therefore of true Wiſdom this, 
And ſince to us reveal'd that Myſt ry is, 
We than all the wile ones, 
That have been ever, 
Whate er of Science they could elſe diſcover, 
Are happier far. 


4 Thanks to Thee ſor that Croſs's Knowledge, Lord, 
For thou indeed thy Blood in vain hadſt pour'd, 
If to Sanctify us 
Ought elſe availed, 
Befides thy dear Wounds, if ought could be called 
The Sous Support. 


This is what ought our Subject now to be, 
Chis ſhould we preach, O Croſs's Church, to * 
1 To all Sculs Succeſs is 
“% Promis'd by ſeſus, 
« Tis lis chief Pleaſure to relieve and b'efs Us: 
| . His cart s Delight. 
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6 What Wonder, ſpeak of nothing elſe we can, 
But of the Sum and Price, and of the — 
Who fo kindly paid it 


Us Worms to purchaſe, 
Vs into his Death happily baptiz'd has, 


And leaves 1 us not! 


HYMN cn. 


IEE World, upon the Bloody Tr, 
Thy Life there finks in Death, 
| | Cover'd with Stripes and Wounds for thee, 
Thy Saviour yields his Breath. 
2 Behold his body fwims in Blood; 
Out of his tender Heart, 


Deep Sighs and Groans he ſends to God, 
In his exceſſive Staart., 


3 Thou Prince of Glory, enew'ft no Sin, 
What caus'd Thee then thy Pain? 
Thou harmleſs, undefil'd, and clean, 
What caus d Thee to be ſlaim? 


4 My Sins as num'rous as the Sands 

| Upon the Ocean Shore, 
8 ; Have been the cruel murd'rous Hands 
That wounded Thee ſo ſore. 


1 Thy Anguiſh, thy tormenting Pain, 
"Jad ev'ry dreadful Woe, 
Thou didſt fo willingly ſuſtain, 
My Soul ould undergo. 
6 Thou on thy Shoulders tak ſt the whole, 
lIo'0o eaſe my burthen'd Heart; 
Thou bear'ſt he Curſe, to bleſs my Soul, 
„ i | BP 
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7 Thy wond'rous Love to Evidence, 
| Thou would'ſt my Surety be; 


Thyſelf would'ft pay my Debt immenſe, 
Thereby to ſet me free. 


8 Thou art Deſtruction to the Grave, 
| Death's Enemy ſevere ; 
1 | That each who was before his "EY 
Might now be ſav'd from Fear. 


9 My Debt to thee, dear wounded Love, 
Weak Words cannot exprels ; 
I cannot here, if there above, 
Shew proper Thankfulneſs. 


10 Sine me but this while I am here, 
(Since I can nothing give) 
Thuy Suff rings in my Heart to bear, 
Andi in thy Death to live. 


4 — 


HYMN CI. 


Each me yet more of thy bleſt Ways, 
Thou flaughter'd Lamb of God! 
And fix and root me in thy Grace 
So dearly bought with Blood. 


2 O tell me often of each Wound, 
Of ev'ry Smart and Pain 
And let my Heart with Joy confeſs 
From hence comes all my Gain. 


3 For this O may I freely count 
Whate er I have but Lois; 
And ev'ry Name and ev'ry Thing 
T Compar'd with this, but Droſs. 
4 An- 
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4 Anſwer me, tender gracious Lamb : 1 3 
Why didſt Thou die for me ? 


Me full of Sin and void of Worth ! 


The Cauſe was all in Thee. 3 
= Thy loving Heart could never bear It kn 
To ſeq me bleeding lie, ED 4 
To ſee me fall a Prey to Death ; 15 
Thyſelf would ſt rather die. | 
6 Ingrave this deeply in my Heart | | . 
With an eternal Pen, | 18 
That I may in my ſmall Degree, Fre 
Return thy Love again. 5 
7 But who can pay that mighty Debt, 
Or equal Love like thine? 
Thou wert, when ſorely wounded 8 | 
wy Perſos all Divine. e 7 
s O rather give me daily more, 55 = e 
| More ev'ry Hour to fee, — 6 
That thou a bounteous Giver art, 
I muſt a Debtor be. : 
— TOE — ow To \ 
WS | Bw, Whi 
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HE firſt-begotten Son of God 
| Takes up with Mortais his Abode ; 
| | "6 who was ſworn to Abraham, 
| Whoever was and is the ſame; 
He came, and hidden Myſteries reveal'd, | 
Which from the World's Foundations were conccal'd. 


2 Into which Things, with wiſhful Eye, 
Angels themſelves defir'd to pry ; 
For they beheld Man's Wretchednefs ; 
His Slavery and deep Diſtreſs, 
They ſaw him plung'd in Sin and Miſery ; | 
But yet that Love was ilirring could they ice, 3 The 
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3 The fiery Law, that came between, 
Was an Efabliſhment too mean, 
Too weak, Salvation to reſtore ; 
It Sin expos'd, but could no more, 
t bid us do, but could not Strength impart, 
It knew to wound, but not to heal the Heart. 


4 Then Love break forth, © Behold me ſtill 
© Prepar'd, O God, to do thy Will! 
1 freely come, I freely die, 
« For guilty Man to ſatisfy; ß; 
J in Man's ſtead, will hang upon the Tree, 
© From Sin, and Death, and Hell to ſet him free!“ 
5 And thus for our imputed Guilt 
Our Surety's precious Blood was ſpilt; 
The Sins of all on him were laid, 
And He for all has fully pad; _ 
And now doth God for Children dear receive 
All Sorts of Sinners, who_on him believe. 


6 We dead in Sins and Treſpaſſes, 
'The narrow Way to Life and Peace, 
Had neither Will nor Power to find, 
Nor was our Heart at all inclin'd 
To wiſh, or aſk, that Happineſs to know, 
Which only from the Saviour's Wounds can flow, 
Out of pure Grace, unmerited, 
Salvation ſhowers on our Head : 
Merely becauſe the Lord has dy'd, 
| Becauſe a Lamb was crucifv'd, 
Are we invited to poſſeſs a Throne. 
xfore the World was made, ordain'd our own, 
8 Hence the good Patriarchs of old, 

In Faith were confident and bold, 3 
They ſpy'd their native Land from far, 6 
And will'd already to be there, | - 

Nich vehement Dekre thereafter trove, = 

i Pilgrims on the Earth content to rove. | 
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9 In Faith theſe ſtedfaſt livd and dy'd, 
Long e'er the Lamb was crucify'd : 4 
We who in Faith's bleſt Seaſon live, 
We alſo heartily believe, | 
And in our Saviour's bleeding Wounds can end 
What they purſu'd with all their Heart and Mind. 


10 Blood of my Saviour's Wounds ! (how dear 
This Sound to each Believer's Ear?) 5 
What Multitudes ev'n now can feel, = 
Thy Energy, and ſettling Seal? | 
Thou God unſearchable ! Thou I.amb once lain! 
Let us once feel thy Blood, and Health obtain. 


FEC 


HE Lamb is ain, let us adore, N 4 
And own how wonderful the Grace ; | 
Let all within us feel his Pow'r, | 
And filent bow before his Face; m 
Who feel his Pow'r, his Grace who prove, 
Serve without Dread, with Rev'rence love. 


2 The Lamb is ſlain, him Day and Night, 52 
| Th' united Choirs of Angels fing, 32 
To Him, enthron'd above all Height. 
 _ Heav'ns Hoſts their nobleſt Praiſes bring, 
While here poor Sinners join the Song, 
And praiſe him with a ſtamm'ring Tongue. 2 


Gladly our own poor Works we leave, 
Wealth, Honour, Fame for thee alone ; 
To thee our Fleſh, Soul, Spirit give, | | 
Thy Death hath claim'd them for thy own ; *. ©. 
We take thee hence to be our Lord, 
Be thou in ev'ry Heart ador d. oo 
Dn 4 Savio 
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4 Saviour of Sinners, may thy Blood 
Our Hearts with Peace and Power fill; 
Still may we make thy Fleſh our Food, 
Still hear and love thy Sov'reign Will; 
Still more to thee united b, 
By an unfeign'd Simplicity. | 
5 Thro' thee we live, for thou haſt drown'd 
Our Hel}, our Curſe, our Sins and all 
In this unfathomable Sea ; | 
] Pall Proftrate, Joſt in Wonder fall, 
Ve Sinners, for the Lamb is ſlain, 
Who dy'd that we might Life regain. 
—_ 6 As Ground when parch'd with Summer's Heat, 
Gladly drinks in the welcome Show'r, | 
So may we liſt' ning at thy Feet, 5 
Catch ev'ry Word, and feel thy Pow'r, 
} Olet nought in our Hearts remain, 


But this great Truth, The Lamb is lain. 


HY MN cyl. 


0 HE Soul of Chriſt me Sanctify; 
L His Spirit Seal me graciouſly; 
His Body torn with many a Wound, 
That make my Soul and Body Sound! 
2 The Water ſpouting from thy Side, 
The Soldier's Spear had open d wide; 
That be my Bath, and let thy Blood, 
Cleanſe me, and bring me near to God. 
z The Blood ſweat trickling down thy Face, 
Aſſure my Heart of purchas'd Grace; 
Thy Croſs, thy Suff rings and thy Pain 
vs My everlaſting Strength remain, 


4 Dear 
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9 Dear Jeſu, grant this my Requeſt, 


Take, hide me quite within thy Breaſt ; 
And grant me in thy Wounds to dwell, 


Secure from all the Pow'rs of Hell. 


—_ - 


Tuo Jeſus art our King, 


Thy ceaſeleſs Praiſe we fing : 


Praiſe ſhall our glad Tongues employ, 
Praite o'erflow our grateful Soul, 


While we vital Breath enjoy, 
While eternal! Ages roll. 

2 Thou art the eternal Light, 

That hin'it in deepeſt Night: 


Wond'ring gaz d th' Angelic Train, 


-".. While thoa Pow di the Heav'ns beneath, | 
God with God, wert Man with Man, 
Man to ſave from endleſs Death. 


3 Thou for our Pain didſt mourn, 
Thou haſt cur Sickneſs born: 
All our Sins on thee were laid: 
Thou with me xampled Grace, 
A'l the mighty Hebt haſt paid, 


Due from Adam's helpleſs Race. 


4 Thon haſt o' erthrown the Foe, 
God's Kingdom fix d below; 
Conau'ror of all adverſe Pow'r, 


Thou thine own doſt lead ſecure, 
In thy Croſs, and by thy Side. 


Thou Heav'n's Gates has open'd wide; 


5 Enthron'd 
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Enthron'd above yon Sky, 


Thou reign'ſ with God moſt high, 


Proſtrate at thy Feet we fall: 


Pow'r Supreme to thee is giv'n; 
Thee the Righteous Judge of all, 


Sons of Earth and Hoſts of Hear®n, 


6 Cherubs with Seraphs 3 join, 
And in thy Praiſe combine: 
All their Choirs thy Glories fing ; 
Who ſhall dare with thee to vie? 
Mighty Lord, eternal King, 
Sov'reign both of Earth and and; ! 


The venerable Train, 
Patriarchs, Firſt-born of Men; 5 
And the Apoſtles of the Lamb. 


By whoſe Strength they faithful prov d, 


Join t'extol his ſacred Name, 


Whom in Liſe and Death they lov'd. 


8 The Church, thro' all her Bounds, 
With thy high Praiſe reſounds: 
Confeſſors undaunted Here, 


Unaſham d, proclaim their King; 


Children's feeble Voices tere, 
To thy Name Hoſannahs ſing. 


9 *"Midfſt Dangers blackeft frown, 
Thee Hofts of Martyrs own: 
| Pain, and Shame alike they dare, 
Firmly ſingularly good ; 
Glorying Thy Croſs to bear, 
Lill they ſeal their Faith with Blood. 


10 Wide Farth's remote Round 
Full of thy Praiſe is found : 
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And all Heav'n's eternal Day 
With thy 4 Glory flames ; 
- 


All thy Foes ſhall me away, 
From th' inſufferable Beams. 


11 0 Lord, O God of Love, 

Let us thy Mercy prove ! 
King of all, with pitying Eye, 
| Mark the Toil, the Pains we feel, 
Midſt the Snares of Death we lie, 

Midſt the banded Pow'rs of Hell. 


32 Ariſe, ſtir up thy Pow'r, 
Thou deathleſs Conqueror! 
Help us to obtain the Prize, 
Help us well to cloſe our Race,. 
That with thee above the Skies, 
Endleſs Joys we may poſſeſs. 


HYMN CVIIL 


1 NO Condemnation reaches thoſe, 
Whom Jelu's bleeding Wounds incloſe ; 3 

| They ſhelter find in all Diſtreſs, | 
And wear the vaviour's Righteouſneſs. 


2 2 J, that true Happineſs do know, 


_ Which Jeſus only can beftow, 
1 know for me the Lamb was ſlain, 


His Blood-bought Sinner 1 remain. 
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HYMN CIX. 


Ereto we chearful ſay, Amen, 
This Truth is moſt avow'd, 
That we in Spirit, Body, Soul, 
Are 14 py ſerve that God, | | 
Who, dying, drew, and woo'd our Hearts, 
And conquer'd us by Love, 
To him have we engag'd ourſelves, 
O my we FH prove. 


8 


I Joud we e Sinners fully tell, 

: How our Hearts with Rapture ſwell, | 
we d not ſcruple to declare 
Fore the Angels what we ſhare; 


2 But our Words can no ways bring 
Honour to our God and King, 

Siag ye Choirs before his 'Throne 

While our r Hearts with Shame melt down. 


HYMN cx. 


OW ſhall thy bleeding Heart rejoice. 
And thou o er us be glad, 
Nou ſhalt thou ſee thy dear Reward, 

| And all thy Sorrows paid; 


Fer 
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For all the Wages thou requir t, 
For all thy Smart and Pains, 


Is but to ſee thy Children bleſt 


And ranſom'd from their Chains. 


HYMN CXI. 


Sure am thine, fince thou haſt died 

Therefore, ye Fears and Terrors Ns 
| Jefus the Morning Star appears, 

And bids my troubled Soul be Peace: 


Which long had ſunk beneath the Load 


Of Reas'ning, Unbelief and Pride, 


At laſt the uſeleſs Strife give o'er, 


And cleaves to Jeſus cruciſy d. 


2 Grant me a deeper hold on thee, 


That at thy Feet I may remain, 
A poor believing Supplicant 1 
Still glorying in thy lovely Name: 
The Pow'r of which whoever feels, 
Will find himſelf from Sin ſet free, 
And all Things, which cou'd e'er cauſe Pain, 
In Tank. or in 3 | 


2 


HYMN Cx!III. 


"Oly Lamb, who thee receive, 
Who in thee begin to live, 
Day and Night they cry to thee, 
As chou art ſo let me be. 5 


2 Jeſa! 
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2 Jeſu! ſee my panting Breaſt, 
See! I pant in thee to reſt, 
_ _Gladly now 1 wou'd be clean; 
__ Cleanſe me, Lord, from ev'ry Sin. 
3 Fix, O fix, my wav'ring Mind, 
Jo thy Croſs my Spirit bind, 
Earth]y Paſſions far remove, 
Swallow up my Soul in Love. 


4 Duft and Aſhes tho I am, 
Full of Guilt, and Sin and Shame, 
'Thine I am, thou Son of God, 
Take the Purchaſe of thy Blood. 


— 
FFLR A. —————_ i. 


; HYMN CXIV. 


[em up, 0 great High. prieſt thy Hand, 
Mark'd with the Wounds fo dear, 
And bleſs, O bleſs Us graciouſly, 

Us all, who now are here : a 


Confeſs that Flock for whom thy Blood 
Has ev'ry Drop been ſhed, 

Ihat Flock, which knows no other God, 
But him with five Wounds red. | 


mth. - 
9 2 — — 


HY MN Cxv. 


Each us, O Lord, thy Croſs's Myſtery : 
Yes, our fincere Requeſt ſhall granted be. 
2 What coſt thee Life, Blood, Death, eng Cries ; 


and Tears, 
The ame re remains nor waxes old by Years. 


3 
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3 Thy pow'rfal Word o'er Walls and Ramparts || % 
r 1 OT 
Outlaſts (thyſelf has ſaid) both Earth and Skies. 18 


4 Who to thy Blood can Bounds or Limits give? 
Thy Flock, yea all the World may drink and live! 19 


5 But hark! what Cry does from the Saviour burſt, 
That firong heart- piercing Cry, I thirſt! I thirſt! 


s For what; of hoſtile Blood to drink bis fn; , 
Nov, for the Souls of thoſe, who uſe him ill. 


7 He would not one ſhou'd loſt, and faithleſs prove, I 22 ' 


: But ſeeks to pierce Us with the Darts of Love, 1 

8 To ſend his Meſſengers he docs not ceaſe, 23 

And ſuffers ſcarce a Mouth to hold its Peace. 4 

9 Thy cry in every Place in every Street, * : 
Friends, let us catch you in the Goſpel Net.” 

10 Fuſt as you are, you may to Jeſus creep; 5 

Bat come, he'll gladly take you for his Sheep. 4 

11 Be you all over Sin, all over Shame, F. 

There's waiting for you ſtill, an Heart on flame. k 

12 The Judge, to whom alone all Pow'r is giv'n. A w 


Ordains tor all poor Sinners, Peace and Heav'n. 28 Sy 
| . : | R, a na 
13 Who finds, that Sin has quite O erſpread his Soul. He 
That his own Efforts ne'er can make him whole: 0 On 


14 As dead, at Jeſu's Feet, reſolved to lie, W. 
Jeſus has ſworn that Saul ſhall never die. | 


15 Were he 2 Bear, he ſoftens to a Lamb, 
And were he cold as Ice, he darts a Flame. 
16 And were he dead before, yet, ſee, he lives! 
Ihe Saviour quick'ning, whom the Father give: 
5 "nll 
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is The Spirit in his Temple takes his place, 
Decks it with outward and with inward Grace. 
18 Likeneſs to Jeſu's Death without is ſeen, 
The ſpring of Life Eternal flows within. 
19 This Aim we proſecute with all our Pow'rs, 
For this the Spirit, and his Gifts are ours. 
0 To court poor Sinners ſunk in Guilt and Shame, 
Brides to commence, and Partners with the Lamb. 
Ie We'll take you by the Hand in tend'reſt Love, 
Your Guilt and Mis'ry ſhall our Pity move. 


e, J Your ſinful State our true Eſteem excites, 
In ſpight of all ſelf-righteous Hypocrites. 
23 We'll introduce you to our heav'nly King, 
And promiſe you, he'll welcome all we bring. 
4 He'll moſt affectionate, and gracious prove, 
And kiſs you with a tender Kiſs of Love. 
25 He'll cloſe embrace you as his deareſt Friend, 
My Jaſtice will (faith he) in Mercy end.” 
6 By the Lamb's Side, ſhall you his Sheep lie down, 
Fearleſs, as Lions, while the Lamb's your own. 
. :7 Venture, who dare to break that Man's Repoſe, 


; Who jeſus Voice to hear in ſtillneſs goes. 
n. 18 Such new-born Souls, how ſweet it is to view, 
zoul, How does their Happineſs our own renew ? 


node On ev'ry Houſe-top find us, Lord, a Place: 
, We'll Make to Atoms all Self-righteouſneſs, 


r HYMN 
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| HYMN CXvil. 


H E Croſs, the Croſs, O that's my Gain) 
Becauſe on that, the Lamb was ſlain; 5; 
"Twas there my Lord was crucify d: 
"Twas there the Saviour for me dy d. 


2 What wond' rous Thing could move thy Heart, 
Io take on Thee my Curſe and Smart? 
When Thou fore-kneweſt I ſhould be, 
So cold and negligent t'wards Thee. 


3 The Cauſe was Love, I fink with Shame, 
Before thy ſacred Jeſu's Name, 
That Thou ſhould'ſt bleed and ſlaughter d be, 
| Becauſe, becauſe Thou lovedſt me. 


i 4 Thou loveſt me : O boundleſs Grace! 

Who can ſuch wond'rous Mercy trace? 

= I. who unfaithful, fooliſh am, 
Vet find Thee ſtill a patient Lamb. 


5 To thy red Croſs I lift my Eyes. - I 
That is the Tree to make me wiſe. Ty 
T look and ſee what I have done, 
To God's eternal gracious Son. 
6 Lord, what is Man, and what am I, 2 
That thou ſhould'ſt ſuch a Creature = 24 
And ſeal my Ranſom on the Wood, ( 
| Languiſhing, melting in thy Blood! e ] 
7 Here is an Enfign on a Hill, EEE 
Come hither, Sinners, look your fill ; / 
To look afide s Pain and Loſs; 4 
IH glory only in the Crofs. V 
3 Here, as thro' Glaſs, I ix my Eye, 4 © 
The (ory of the e Lerd to : on * 
Tis 
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_ 'Tis by beholding, I ſhall be, 
Chang'd to his Image, who lov'd me. 


9 HisGlory did the Lord proclaim, 
When Maſes pray'd to fee the ſame, 
« Before thee, ſhall my Goodneſs paſs, 
* But now thou can'ſt not ſee my Face.“ 


10 But we with open Face behold, 
The Glory, which before was told, 


Should be reveal'd when Jeſus d: - 
We ſee Jenovan crucify'd. 


11 No flaming Sword doth m__ Place, 
The bloody Croſs proclaims, Free Grace: 
No other way can Heaven win, 


OP the Croſs muſt enter in. 


r 3 


N 1 YMN CXVIL 
1* E Lamb, the Churches Lord, and Head, 


With whom we're ſo enamoured. 
Him Abra'm, and his Seed ador'd, 
As their one God, and only Lord. 


2 They had, nor knew no other God, 
But him, who thro his Death and Blood, 
{As his dear Father's Pleaſure was) | 
Did Penance for the Sinner's Cauſe. 

3 Who left his Father's Majeſty, 
And put on our Humanity, 


And by the Scribes and Seers of old, 
Was, as the Sor of God foretold. 


4 On this Account it is we read, 
That Abra #7 on his * was glad, 1 8 
Tis e F 2 Arg 


124 J Caollaction of Hruns. 


And joy'd to view him, as his Lamb, 
Bearing his Sins, and Guilt, and Shame. 


5 Therefore they wiſh'd with many Tears, 
Until the num'rous train of Years 
Were ended, when the eternal Son 
Should ſtoop, and leave his Father's Throne. 


6 That He, thro' bleeding on the Tree, 
Might free them from their Miſery : 
For all their Sins an Off ring make, 
And ev'ry Bond and Fetter break. 


Now their whole Choir with Joy and Shame, 
Adore for this the flaughter'd Lamb, 
So all our Church difpers'd abroad, 

Hold Jeſus for our Lord and God. 


0 We with the Lamb are ſatisfied?- 
Who knows, or wou'd know ought beſide, 
Belongs not to our Sinner-Choir: 
The Lamb's the WroLE of our Deſire! 


9 Now, God, in human Fleſh reveal'd, 
Thou know'ſt what's in my Heart conceal, 
And that it's preſently inflam'd, 85 
Soon as thy Blood and Wounds are nam d. 


10 O! let me ev'ry Hour be found, 
My God, rejoicing in each Wound : 


Thy Grace, and Blood, and Ri hreouſneſs, 
Remain my Strength, my only Prefs. 


11 My Text whene'er J ſpeak, ſhall be 

Thy Wounds, and Sores, and Miſery, 
And when 1 to the World ſhall call, 
** Thy Blood the Ranſom- price for All.” 


HYMN 
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0 U, who the Croſs' 5 Subjekte are, 
By Chrift's dear Wounds I earneſt 
Your Heart's fr Love with watchful Care, 
Still cheriſh, leſt it ſlide away: 
Who let's it go , fierce ſmart will feel, 
"Tis Death's laſt Agony, 'tis Hell. 


2 To miſs Chriſt on the bloody Tree, 


Where he for Love to us did melt,- 
When him our Eyes can no more ſee, 
When in the Heart he's no more felt, 
This fills the Soul with Helliſh Smart, 
Yes, God knows this, who knows the Heart: 


3 Heralds of Grace wou'd you commence, 


Of this firſt ſelf-experienc'd be, 
Firſt thro' the Wounds you wou d Gilpence, - 
Your ſelves be reconcil'd and free : 
When Pardon, Life, and Grace you find, 
Then publiſh it to all Mankind, 


4 But never from him turn your Eyes, 
I be Sinners only Hope and Friend, 
The Soul that from his Keeper flies, 
None other can from Harm defend : 
Ye happy Souls, who Jeſus know, 
From Him, ah ! wWhither wou'd yoo go? 


5 Abide you faithful to your Plan, 


If Satan you aſide, once lead, 
Tho' you bethink yourſelf again, 
And your firſt Steps wou'd gladly tread, 
1 2 you can't obtain the Grace ; 'W 
or this has often * 


F „ : 6:Look: 
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6 Look back, and weigh the wretched State, 
Which once the Fall had plung'd you in, 


From which the Lamb's Diſtreſs and Sweat 
Has ſav'd you, and abſolv'd your Sin: 
Your Ranfom Price has been his Gore, 
Then go thy Way, and fin no more. 
7 O thou dear Shepherd of the Sheep, 
By thy dear Wound I thee entreat, 
My Heart cloſe to thy Perſon keep, 
And never let me leave thy Feet, 
But thy true loving Child abide, 
Deſpiſing every Thing beſide. 


$ Let my whole fix'd Intent and Aim 
Be other Souls to win and free. 
When this ſhall ceafe, O deareſt Lamb, 
EKiſs me, and take me home to thee : 
That Moment let me never view | 
When I ſhall prove to thee untrue. 


— 


HY MN CXIX. 


HINK on thy Son's moſt bitter Death, 
His five dear Wounds, and thorny Wreath, 
For they have full Attonement made, 
For all the World a Ranſom paid ; 
'Fhis comforts us eternally, _ 
And makes us * for S free. 


HYMN CXX. 


3 HAT Joy or Honour could we have, 
We all unclean and baſe. ; 
Unleſs the righteous Lamb of God, 


Our Joy and Honour was? 


What 
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What boaſted Work, what faireſt Thing. 
Of all that's ours we name, 


Could we unto the Judgment bring. 
Of Him whoſe Eyes are Flame ? 


2 Who is ſo rich, ſo pure, ſo juſt, 4 

If ſcann'd and try'd above, | 5 4 

That his beſt Plea and Self. defence, | — 
Of any Weight could prove? AY 

Who, who, has ever found a Way, 
Into the Holy Place, po | 

By any other Door but one, 
Chriſt's Wounds, and His free Grace. 


; No Soul I know in all the World: 

And if in Man's Eſteem, = 

One ſeems t' attain by other Means, 
Alas! he does but ſeem. 

But we, whoſe earneſt Boſoms ſeek, 

A Bottom true and ſound | 

Whereon to reſt, with us accurſt 

 Beev'ry ſeeming Ground. 


4 We from the Depth of our poor Hearts, 

Will ever be in Care, 

Cloath'd with the Righteouſneſs of Chriſt, 
Before the Throne © appear, 

Depending on his Blood alone 

Are we reſolv'd to reſt, 

And on bis ſacred Wounds to hang, 
As Infants on the Breaſt. 


HYM N 7 CXXI 
I HOU who ſo near us art, more near, 
Than we can well expreſs, | 
Humbly with Veneration deep, 


Thy owes Nome we dien; 
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Let all our Trials ſhew it plain, 
That we thy Flock of Grace, 


Have been provided well with Strength, 
Thy Teſtament to praiſe. gt, 


2 Let us our Senſes with thy Wounds, | 
All taken up ſo find, 

That nothing but thy Death and Pain, 
May ſtay upon our Mind: 

May feſus on the Croſs remain, 

Our Aim and fix'd Deſire, 

And may his bitter Smart eat out 
The Ruſt of * like Fire. 


H | M N cxxll. 


O w my conquer uer'd Spirit, | 

Thro' thy Love and Merit, 

Sinks before - Gat Face: 

Hence I earneſt ou 

Wholly rule and ſway me, 

| By thy Blood and Grace.” 

Make me whole, in Heart and Soul, 

5 9 giv'n up to Thee my Saviour, 

, "__ more mine for ever. 


—_—_—_— 


HYMN CXXIII 


HEN Jeſus Chriſt is nigh my Heart, 
In that dear Form in which my Smart, f 

He bore to ſave me on the Tree; 

None thinks how i; enlivens me. 


20 
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2 O never ! never from me hide, 
Thy pierced Hands, and open Side, 


Thy weeping Eyes and bloody Hair, 
Thy Fore-head and the Thorn-prints there. 


3 Shew me thy Glory! let me ſee 
The bleeding Furrows made for me; 
The Back-parts of my Maker God, 
Once to thy wiſhful Mo/es ſhew'd. 


4 Thy bruiſed Cheeks, and Lips, and Head, i 
The Wheals, the Cords, and Fetters made, 
The recking Blood and Tears and Sweat, 
Which cover'd thee from Head to Feet. 


5 O hide not any tortur'd Part, 
From theſe my Eyes, nor from my Heart ; 
And when I all thy Wounds have ſeen, 
Then ſhew me all afreſh again. 


6 Do this, till I, with open Face, 
Behold thee in thy Holy-place, 


Till then, nor cold, nor wean'd from thee, - 


-O fur mo-by Cul bs 


_—— 
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Hn Y M N cxxiv. 


18 E thou highly fond. 
R Let thy Head be cover'd, 
With the Sinner's Vail. 
Lo! thy Huſband calls thee, | 
: Loves and Greets and Hails thee, 
: Thou thy Huſband Hail! 
Joyfu' riſe and let thy Eyes, 
dee the Wounds he meekly ſhews thee: 
— and * — thee. 
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7 HE N in Faith to Calvꝰ ry come 
And ſee thee dying there, 5 1 
The very Tree of Life in Bloom A 6 

What Joys to mine compare? | 
Under this ſhady Tree, may I, 

| For ever more remain | - 
And reſt; and love, and live, and die, 
1 88 lain. DET; 


HYMN CXXVI. . 
VMVirn bended Knees and Heart, before the 


Tree, 1 
Where my dear Saviour bled to Death for me, |: 
I fall, with greateſt Rev'rence, and adore, | 
His Corpſe disfigur d ſo, with Wounds and Gore. 


2 As a Worm, I ſink exceeding low, | 
As I the deep, unfathom'd, Myſtry view. z 
His burning pained Feet I weeping kiſs. 
Confeſling, Lord, how great thy Mercy is ! 


3 How much, I think, are lov'd the Sons of Men, 
When he who made them in their ſtead was ſlain» 
Sinners muſt highly valu'd be indeed, 

For whom, ſo great a Ranſom-price was paid. 


4 No ſlaughter d Oxen did their Wrath appeaſe ; 
No Lambs, or Off rings purchas'd their Releaſe ; ; 
a Nor Gold, nor Silver, nor ten thouſand Thrones ! 
A Price far greater, bought the Firſt born Sons. 


ft uy — kk , 9 a v 8 EE 


a Wo. 


Had 
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- Had ev'ry happy Spirit in the Skies 
” Aud all the Angels been a Sacrifice ; 
Ah what were all, compar'd with that rich Blood, . 
And cruel dying of the Son of G 


6 Lord with that Nail which caus'd thy Hand ſuchP ain, 
Imprint this on my Heart, Thy God was lain, 
This keep me low, this bind me to obey, 85 
And Love the Lamb who took my Sins away 


— 


H Y M N cxxvll. 


EAR Lamb be adored, backth 150 ſo wide, 
Would'ſt ſuffer the Soldier to open thy Side, 
For now, to that Shelter ſome thouſand doves come, 
And build and inhabit, and yet there is Room. 


2 There cover'd together we fit and invite, 
Our Fellows to enter, who yet are in Flight; 
Their Cooings and Songs, of the bloody Lamb charm 
All Sorts who about their Aſylum-rock ſwarm. 


; O God! if thou never had'ſt carried our Sin, 
How gloomy and dark had our Life to us been ? 
If Thou had'ſt no Croſs, or thy Body no Wound, 


Where then had an Ark for thy Doves have be = 


found ? 


4 The Day of our Birth had been curſed indeed ; 
No Reſt had been found for our Foot or our Head: 
But now it is well, for our Saviour has dy'd, 


And + oy for our Fe, =y Hands and his 
DIE. 


HYMN 
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HYMN CXXVII. 


O! he comer, countleſs Trumpets, 
Blow before his bloody Sign ! 
Midſt ten Thouſand Saints and Angels, 
See the Crucihed ſhine, 


Allelujah ! welcome, welcome bleeding Lamb! f 


1 Now his Merits by the Harpers, 

Thro' the — Deeps reſounds! 

Now reſplendent ſhine his Nail Prints, 
Ev'ry Eye fhall ſee his Wounds! 

'They who pierc'd Him, ſhall at bis appearing wail 


=Þ Ev'ry Iſland, Sea, and Mountain, 
Heav'n and Earth ſhall flee away ! 
All who hate him muſt aſhamed, | 
Hear the Trump proclaim his Day : : = 
| Come to Judgment ! Stand before the Son of Man 


4 All who love him view his Glory, 

 _ Shining in his bruiſed Face: 

His dear Perſon on the Rainbow, 

Now his Peoples Heads ſhall raiſe: 

Happy Mourners ! Now on Clouds he comes 
he comes ! — 


5 Now Redemption long 1 
See, in ſolemn Pomp appear; 
All his People, once deſpiſed, 
Now ſhall meet him in the Air: 
Allelujah ! Now the promis'd Kingdom's come! 


6 View him ſmiling, now determin'd, 
Ev'ry Evil to deſtroy 
All the * now ſhall fing him, | 
Songs of everlaſting Joy 
O come 9 Allclujab ! come Lord, come 
n 


n ! 
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HYMN CXXIX. 


DORED be the Lamb of God, 
| That he upon the Croſs, 
To be his Bride by his own Blood, 
Has conſecrated us. 
When we were welt' ring in our Sin, 
And Wrath, approach d, he ran between; 
His Side, when that the Soldier bord, 
Quenched the flaming Sword. 


2 To be hisPriefts and Priefteſſes, 


3 _ our happy Lot, 
To ſing in of endleſs Praiſe, 
he: The Blok, which us hath bought. 
Thrice bleſſed be the Time when we, 
Were born his Day of Grace to ſee: 
And bleſſed be the Son of Man, 
That He for us was ſlain! 


; 3 Who to his Blood can Ends or Bounds. 


Preſume, or dare to ſet; 
Or ſtint his Deep Eternal Wounds, 

Or meritorious Sweat ! | 

Since no Arch-angel raſtdy tries, 
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To ſound their Depths, but humbly pry's, 


And by the Church's Blood-bought Train, 
They all their Wiſdom gain? 


4 Firft Jeſus to his Virgin Bride, 
Diſplays his ev'ry Sore; 
He ſhews his Hands, his Feet and Side, 
And Blood's Almighty Pow'r: 
Then ſhe before the Angel-Throng, 
Falls down, and makes her charming Song, 
His Blood and Wounds and Sacrifice !” 
And then Heſannab cries ! 
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g In Conſort with our Choirs below 
Ihe heav'nly Armies join: 
The Virgins on Mount Sion, now 
Confeſs our Work Divine: 
Our Hymns, by thoſe in Milk-white Robes, 
Are eccho'd throꝰ the eternal Globes, 
When Allelujah ! fing our Train, 
They anſwer all Amen ! 


6 Anointed with our Huſband's Oil, 
In Soul and Body challe, 

« His Church, his tortur'd Corpſe” 8 Spoil, 1 
We ſing and never reſt. 

We wait in Siſter Mary's Place; 

Partakers of her Shame and Grace 
With each our Lamp prepar'd and dreſs'd, 

WE, - * W 


HYMN cxxx. 


ORD with this guilty 1 of Mine, 
To thy dear Croſs I flee: 
And to thy Grace my Soul reſign, 
To be renew'd by Thee: 
Sprinkled afreſh with pard*ning Blood, 
lay me down to reſt, 
In the Embraces of my God, 
And on my Saviour's Breaſt. 


e 


HY M N cxxxl. 


rY Faith ſhall triumph o'er the Grave, 
And trample on the Tombs ; 
My Jeſus, my Redeemer lives; 5 
My God, my Saviour comes ! 


Fre 
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E re long I know he ſhall. appear, 
| Upon his Father's Seat: | 
And Death the laſt of all his Foes 
Lie vanquiſh'd at his Feet. 


2 Then tho the Worms my Fleſh devour, 

And make my Corpſe their Prey; 

I know I ſhall ariſe with Pow'r, 

On my dear Saviour's Day. 

When God ſhall ſtand upon the Earth, 
Him, theſe my Eyes ſhall ſee, 

My Fleſh ſhall feel a ſecond Birth,. 
And with him ever be. 


3 His own ſoft Hand ſhall wipe the Tears, 
From ev'ry weeping Eye; 
And Pains, and Groans, and Griefs, and Fears, 
And Death itſelf ſhall die: 
How long, dear Saviour! O how long, 
Shall this thy Day delay ? 
O for the Sake of thine Filedt 4 
Haſten the wiſh'd-for Day. 


HYMN CXXXIL 


"HOU Ld once ſlain! whoſe flaming Ey es, 
Sparkling with dazzling Light; 
He can a Sinner chuſe but bow, | 
And fink beneath thy Sight. 


2 Ev'n ſinful Duſt is now become, 
Thy own peculiar Spoil, 


And thine and mine are made one Heart, 
Thro* (hy dear bloody Toil. - 


3 How 
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3 How did Love ſeize me, that pure Fire, 
That flam'd within Thy Breaſt, 
When Thou, before Thy 'F ather's Throne, 
Waſt pleas d to make me bleſt! £ 


4 Scarce was the Work in Heaven ſeal'd, 
But well II felt the whole, 
The Sweet Communion-oil o wa_ 
My Spirit, Body, Soul. 
5 80 1 became thy juſt Reward; 
Now deck 45 New- made Throne, | 


With Light and Glory, as thou wilt, 
Yea, all thy Will be done. 


6 Thy Child ſo minded ever keep; 
LCL,et me know nought beſide, 
But Chriſt the ſlaughter d — * Light, 
But Jeſus crucify'd. 
7 Let me to thee in all my W 
_ Child-like ftill cloſer fly, 


In all my Courſe regarding ſtill, 
| The Beck of — O * 


6 : 


HYMN. CXXXIIL | 


HOU Saviour my good Shepherd art, 
I Voice dear 1 — I know: 


F or thou Bal laid down thy own Life, 
To ſave me from deep Woo. 


2 When 1 was loſt and far had fray'd, | 
Into a Deſart wild; 


' Thou didſt me ſeek, * bring back af, 
With tender Mercy mild, 


3 When | 
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3 When I was broken and Heart-ſick, 
Thou pitiedſt my Pain, 


Thou boundeſt up, and firengthnedſt m me; 


And gav'ſt me Health again. 


4 Thou didſt me lead and gently tend, 
And feed in Paſture good: 
And brought'ſt me to the living Stream, 
Of thy moſt precious Blood. 


5 Thy Blood! 2 Sound to me 

Thy poor and helpleſs Sheep; 

Thy Mood s my ſure Defence by Days 
ty — * 
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28 Eyes, thy Mouth, wed side, 

Thy Body crucify'd, 

Whereon we build ſo fare, 

We then ſhall ſee ſecure, 

And kiſs and inly greet, 

The Prints in Hands and Feet. 

2 Till then my Faith ſhall view, 

Thy Eye Streaks black and blue, 
The Clam on Mouth and Tongue, 
Thy Corpſe with Torture wrung, 
As in the Holy Hymn, 
Deſerib d from Limb to Limb. 


3 I Þ lieve, in either Hand, 
A piercing Nail did ftand ; 
| And! believe, my Lord, 
Thy holy Feet were dor d; 
And that another Wound, 
Within thy Side was found: 
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* Thou knew'ſt, O God! that I, 
Were I juſt now to die, 
No other Saviour have, 
No other wiſh or crave, 
But Jeſus, Sinner's Friend, 
A Saviour without End. 


HYMN CXXXV. 


E Arms of Love, once piere d with Nails, 
Out-ſtretch'd upon the Wood ; 
Ye Arms, out of whoſe charming Holes, 
Did flow th' attoning Blood ; | 
Ho ſweetly reſts a weary Child, 

When cloſe embrac'd by you! 
Let reaſon ſay whate'er it will, 

"Tis yet for ever true. 


2 For when the Law's tormenting Yoke, 
Does a poor Heart moleſt, 
And fills with Reas'ning, Doubts and Fears 
A troubled Head and Breaſt, : 
And half deſpairing one cries out, 
Who is't that ſets us free? 
* None but the Lamb who did fulfil, 
The Law upon the Tree.“ 


How, happy I, when once I dy'd, 
To the condemning Law; 

As ſoon as I the Son of God, 

For me condemned ſaw ! 

If now I ſee a Sinner come, 
Quite ſunk in Miſery, 

Fil lead him, to behold the Lamb, 
3 on the Ts 1 


4 The 
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4 The more a frighten d Soul can view, 
The ſlaughter'd King of Light, 

The more 15 ſcatter d and diſpell'd, 

The diſmal cloudy Night: 
The glaring Beams, which -ow'rfully 

Break forth from out the Lamb, 
Theſe kindle each cold lifeleſs Heart, | 

And make it all on Flame. 


5 Ts there a Thing, that moves and breaks, 
A A Heart as hard as Stone, 
That warms a Heart as cold as Ice? 
Tis Jeſu's Blood alone: 
One Drop of this can truly chear, 
And heal the wounded Soul, 
What Multitudes of broken Hearts, 
This living Stream makes whole ? 


6 Hark, O my Soul ! what ſing the Choirs, 
a Around the glorious Throne? | 
Hark, Lamb and Blood for evermore, 
Sound in the ſweeteſt Tone: 
The Elders there caſt down their Crowns,. 
And all both Night and Day, 
Sing Praiſes to the Lamb's dear Blood, 
Which wip'd their Guilt away. 


7 And this, while here, willwe proclaim, 
Chearful in our Degree, | 
That thro' the Blood of God's dear Lamb, 
Each Soul may happy be; 
But thou, O Lamb! make every Day, 
Thy Wounds to us more ſweet, 
Till we behold thy gaping Side, 
And kiſs Thy Hands and Fect. 
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» ues Church of poor Sinners, fing 1 Praiſe to 


the Lord, 
To Jeſus the Nazarene, the Fleſh made Word, 


| Who forms thee ſo Glorious out of his pierc'd Side; 
And makes thee, i in 2 , his beautiful 


WE 


2 Thy God, thy Creator, thy Nature put « on, 
Becauſe Diſobedience had made thee undone ; 
He left his Throne Royal, a Child he became, 
And bore in his Body thy Baſeneſs and Shame. 


3 He like a Worm, twiſting and twining around, 

| Groans deeply; his Sweats falls like Blood to the 
Ground; 

Baſe Violence drags Him, the Maker Sublime, . 

To th' unjuſt Tribunal, convinc'd of no Crime. | 


4 NoLegions of Angels, tho' by them ador'd, 
He call'd for to free him, no Force and no Sword 
O Abyſs of Mercy! O Love without Bounds, 


He will lay his Life down, he will have the Wounds ! 


5 So like a curs'd Rebel, he's nail'd to the Tree, 


Forth Shedding a Blood Stream for thee and for me, 


Deliv'ring his Spirit up to his dear Sire, 
Cries out, It 7s finiſh'd; and fo does expire. 


6 No Bone ſhall be broken, the Side ſhall be bor'd ; | 


Tunis ſhall be the Token of Jeſus the Lord: 
So pierced the Soldiers his Side, and a Flood 
Out. guſhes; he cometh with Water and Blood. 


7 Ador'd be the Weakneſs and Folly * of God, 
* 3 the Kingdom of Darkneſs by Blood! 


Now 


9 Cor. 125. 


1 


e; 
ul 


od! 
Now 
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No tremble the Devils, confin d to the Lake, 
Whate'er reſiſts 7eſus muſt tremble and quake. 


$ But we, who believe, are his Fleſh and his Pone, 


The Son of the Father, and we are but one; 
The N head's Relations, Cb, Brethren are 


Wikize the ks the len derm, here we are to be: 


| 9 Thou Sinner-Church, value thy Huſband's great 
Worth, 5 
And in all thy Members his Praiſes ſet forth : 
All Beauties, without Blood, as Dirt do eſteem, 
TO know ah no e but H. 


— — — 
. »„—ê * 
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F ** loves his Church is ſurely true, 
Therefore he let his Blood ſo freely flow. 5 


2 Her ev'ry Member is a Grain of Duſt, 
And knows that Mercy is her only Truſt. 


3 Tho' the World knows us not, nor what” s our 
Mind, 


And calls us by the firſt bad Name they find : 
4 Yet we the moſt contented Folk abide, 
And our Anointed one's moſt loving Bride. 


s Tho' thro? Reports both good and bad we „ 
Yet we go chearful on fore Jeſu's Face. pa 


6 The Mafter whom we ſerve is ſuch a Man, 
Who knows what for us He can beſt ordain. 


7 And tho” againſt all human Wit it goes; 
T' accompliſh all his Will He fully knows. 


e 
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8 And all his Work ſo weighty and ſo dear, 
. He by poor Sinners does accompliſh here. 

9 He gives us this aſſuredly to know, 
Hell's Gates his Church ſhall never overthrow. 
10 Therefore t' expreſs ourſelves ſo bold we dare, 

| _ That not one Enemy can touch a Hair, 
11 Altho' they fret and ſtrive their Rage to vent, 
| They cannot go beyond their Chain's Extent. 
12 Whatin your Hearts, you Spirits, muſt you bear, 
MWbo the ſworn Enemies of Jeſus are? 
| 13 Who'd hinder God's bleſt Spirit's Induſtry, 
| To train up Jeſu's tender Family. 
14 Lord Jeſa! be eternally ador d, 1 
What ſhou'd we be, were Jeſus not our Lord? 


HYMN cxXX VI. 


<> VO God on High all Glory be, 
5 And Thanks that he's ſo gracious, N 
That hence to all Eternity, * 
No Evil ſhall oppreſs us: 
God is well pleas d with human Race, 
There's now confirm'd a laſting Peace; 
All Enmity is ended. 


2 Thee we adore, and laud and praiſe, 
And thank for thy great Glory, 
Father, that thy Realm laſts always, 
Not frail or tranſitory : 


| Immenlie 
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Im menſe and boundleſs i is thy Might, 
What thou Decree'ſt, is done out- right, 
In ſuch a Lord we're happy. 


3 0 Jeſu Chriſt! thou only Child, 
Of thy celeſtial Father, 
By whom all Strife is reconcil'd, 
And all the Loſt find Succour : 
God's Lamb, our only Holy Lord; 
To needy Pray'rs thy Ear afford, 
And on us all have Mercy. 
4 O Holy Gheſt, thou Gift moſt dear, 
Thou Comforter moſt wholeſome ; 


From Satan's Pow'r henceforth keep clear, 
What Chriſt did ſave and ranſom : 


Thro' Torment great, and bitter Smart, 
All Miſchief and all Harm avert : | 


we truſt thou'lt this is accompliſh. 
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1 WV among thy choſen Flock, 
With many thouſand Wiſhes, Thou 
Who ever wert and art their Rock, 
Come and refreſh thy People now, 
Who for thy Croſs's Word ſo dear, 
Differ from all, and ſtand alone, 
Accept from us united here, 
The Elder's Adoration. 


2 We kiſs thy Hand in Spirit, Lamb. 
Mark'd with a Print, bor'd by the Natl, 
That Hand which for us on the Stem, 


Was WY out, and won d fo pale; 3 


ale 


That 
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That Hand. which e'er thou went'ſt away, 
One ſaw thy choſen People bleſs, 

That Hand by which on Judgment Day, 

Gab nan | 


HYMN XCL. 


AMB, „n fo belovell, 


By the Sinners Train ! 
Thou wert ſweetly moved, 
To bear all our Pain: 


| Nought drew thy Affection, 


To ſtoop down to die, 
But our deep Deſtruction, 
And our Miſery. 


2 This fills me with Rapture, 
That he bore my Smart; 
And his bleeding Figure, 


Sweetly draws my Heart; 


| He has overcome me, 
Buy that bloody Fight, 
Now I am led Captive, 


By thoſe Bands with Right. 


3 When I this remember, 
How, vile as lam, 
Thou haſt choſe me Member, 
Of thy Body, Lamb! 
With deep Adoration, 
Then my Heart is bow'd, 
At the free Election, | 
 __ Grounded in thy Blood. 


4 In 
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4 In Thy Wounds ſo bloody, 
Is have found my Peace; 
Tho' I'm Poor and Needy, 
That's my Shelt'ring Place. 
Nought can here diftarb me, 
Nought can break my Reſt; 
For I ſleep ſecurely, 
In thy loving Breaſt. 


: - O ! fink me ſtill deeper, 
In Thy Wounds, O Lamb ! 

Let theſe be my Cover, 

From all Hurt and Shame : 

Let my Heart keep ſwimming, | 
In Thy purple Gore ; 12 — 1 
And be hourly Feeding, e | 
On each Wound and hs: | 


3 Now my Heart lies open; N 4 
= Lamb! thou know'ſt my Want: e 
. What thy Blood has broken, | 
Now does long and pant, | 

To be thine entirely, 

In thy Warmth to move : „ 4 

Make my Heart quite lowing, 

By thy bleeding Lo, 


> Lo! thy Child fo feeble, 
Lies before thy Heart, 
'Tho' I ſcarce am able, 
To expreſs in Part, 
All my Wants, O Fea! 
Yet thou know'ſt them well: 
Now in me thy Sinner, 


All chy Mind füt. 1 
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S8 Of this I'm aſſured, 
Thro' thy bitter W 
That my Name does noted, 
In thy Book remain: 
From this World's Confuſion, 
I am only Thine, 
And thy Congregation's, 
Where thy Wounds ſo ſhine. 


HYMN cxII. 


0 U R Thanks, ye Children, to the — 
| en 
| Who always does the Saviour recommend, 

"To the Hearts explaining, 
That bitter Paſſion, 
Thro' which the helpleſs Poor obtain Salvation 
In ev'ry Age. 
2 What could we know of thee, thou Lamb of God ? 
The Croſs wher con Thou ſhedd * thy Prec us 
Blood, | 
In itſelf was lifeleſs; 
Our Maker's d ying, 


Would be fit Matter for an endleſs Sighing 
In mournful Hymns. 


3 Bot 10 the Spirit ſets before our Eyes, 
That perfect All- attoning Sacrifice, 
Wheroby our Debts are paid, 
Our Griefs ſuſtained 
That by no Torment we can now be pained, 
Here hangs the Lamb. 
4 Hl ow 
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a 4 How fall we thank the Lamb, and his dear 
: Bl | 
Which fills the World with Wonders, like a Flood? 


How thank th' Holy Spirit, 
Who let us ſee them ? 


| Praiſed for ever be the Blood of the Lamb 
In th Holy Ghoſt. 


How ſhall we — Father, thy loving Mind ? 
Where to deſcribe its Strength, Expreſſions find ? 


Who the Son of thy Love, 
For us Tranſgreſſors, 


Gav'ft up to ſuch youre Troubles, Pains and Tor- 


tures, 
And Death iel. 


6 What . O Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft, 
Will thy Ele& once fing ! that num'rous Hoſt, 
Of poor ſinful Children, = 
tten by Thee, 


Suckled protetted, and at length plac'd nigh the 
Throne of the Lamb. 


HYMN CXLII. 


1 W 7 HAT Praiſe unto the Lamb is due! 
How ſhould our Spirits all take Fire, 
When we his boundleſs Love review, 

And ſee him in his Blood . 
Who can deſcribe, how much he lov'd, 
Or paint that rong uncommon Zeal, 

With Which his tender Heart was mov d, 
When he ſuſtain d the Pangs of Hell. 


G's 2 Who 
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2 Who knows what Pain he underwent 
When from the Croſs he cry d ſo loud, 
Why, why, (His Heart with anguiſh rent) 
| torſak ft Thou me, My Gad, my God? 
This was a bitter cry indeed. 
This was a dark and doleful Hour; 
His very Spirit ſeems to bleed, 
And Rell Cexert its utmoſt Power. 
3 The Burden's great yet can't he reſt, 
Till al the Curſe from Man's remov'd 
Tho' ſo intolerably preſt, 
vet to the laft He faithful prov'd : 
Reſolv'd to make loſt Man his Spoil, 
lle ſeems before the Foe to yield, 
And ſuffers all, nor minds the 'Toil, 
Till with his Life he wins the Field. 
4 While others make the Law their Aim, 


Thence count their Gain, thence mourn their 


Loſs, © | 
We'll know, nor ſeek no other Name, 
Than Jeſus bleeding on the Croſs ; 
Jeſus, the hungry Sinner's Feaſt, 
| Jeſus the Sinners only Good, 
This will we only Thirſt to taſte, 
The Quinteſcence of Jeſu's Blood. 
5 This is our Point; his dying Smart, 
Alone can Unbelief remove, 
Alone can melt the ſtubborn Heart, 
And make it feel the Warmth of Love ; 
"This muſt each reas'ning Thought controul, 
Pardon each unadviſed Step, 
| Renew and purify the Whole, 
And in its proper Order keep. 


6s: 


A Collection of Hymns. 149 
6 In livelier Colours, Jeſu! draw. ' 

Thy bleeding Wounds within my Breaſt; {i 
And make Thy dying Love . Aa oo {i 
Till Sin is wholly diſpoſſeſt - 
By this alone we with to live, [ 

Nor from the Law ſeek eaſe again; Bu 9 
For if Thy Blood can't Vi&ry give, | 
I Attempts muſt all ok vain. 


—— —ę—„— 
r 


= 


* N 


HYMN CXUIL 


Lord of Hoſts, 
Eternal God, 

Each Creature's Head, | 
Bleſt God, who all Things made - 
God, who the World ſo wide, 
Doſt guide; þ 
Who mad'ſt by Blood, | | | 1 
What ſpoil'd was, Good, „ 
And ſanctify'ſt All! | et | ö 

About thy Neck we fall. [ 


2 Sure as Thou liv'ſt, e 4 
O Lord, and mov'ſt, | 
On Cherubim, 8 5 | 4 
And aw'ſt the Seraphim ; 'E il 
As Jebosab's thy N ame, ii 
And Lamb; 4.3 
So ſure's the Blood, 9 
The Chiefeſt Good, | 
| Of Sinners poor, 

: Till Death ſhall be no more: 


Gz __ HYMN: 


150 oF Collection of Hvuxs. 


HYMN. EXLIV. N 


EN CE nothing will we know beſide, : 


No other Myſtry learn; 
But, That a Lamb to ſave us died, 
I his be our ſole Concern. 


2 This we profeſs, and this maintain, 
None can Salvation know, 
But in believing he was ſain; 
This we are Witneſs too. 


3 For this, let all our Enemies, 
Contrive to do us hurt; 

I his hold we faſt, tho' Hell ſhould rite. 
Againſt the glad Report. 


| 4 Not by our Works of Righteouſneſs, | 

hut by his precious Blood, 

He ſav'd us, ſeal'd us, gave us Peace, 
And made us One with GOD. 


HYMN CAXLV. 


Had my Soul ten thouſand Tongues, 
All, all ſhould join one Theme: 
The Subject of my endleſs Songs, 
Should be my Saviour's Name. 


2 Bold as a Lion, I wholate, 
Againſt our Saviour ſtrove, 
Now conguer'd fit at his dear Feet ; 
And ting the Pow'r of Love. 


* 
2 


f Pe" 
8 
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3 His happy Spoil am I become, 
_, His willing Captive now; 
His gracious Wounds have made me room, 


And waſh'd my Sins like Snow. "= 
4 I (wonder all in Earth and Heav'n !) 
The Firſt-born Child of Wrath, [ 
Am Sav'd and Ranſom'd, and Forgiv'n, 


And Bought from Sin and Death. 
5 I once was blind, and headlong ran, 
| The Road that leads to Hell: 


1 ſlighted all the trueſt Gain, 
And Bliſs unchangeable. 


6 I trampled on my Saviour's Blood, 
And diſeſteem'd his Croſs; 
In Sin's Highway, I daring ſtood, 
My Shame my Glory was. 
7 There had I ever ſtaid, had He, 8 
_ Whoml ſo ev'ly us'd, | } 
Refusꝰ d to pity ſinful me, | 14 
Or Mercy me refus'd. | 
8 His Fame to all Eternity, 
My happy Soul ſhall ſpread : 
I'll ſing, He /ow'd, and dy'd for me, 
For me to Death he bled ! 
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I Stand amaz'd, | 
Aſham'd, abas'd, 
To think I'm one, 
He ſet his Heart upon: 
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I bluſh with deepeſt 9 ; 
Dear Lamb, 
When I behold 
Me in that Fold, 
Bought by thy Smart, 
And laid ſo near Ray Heart,” 


hn 
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LOOD of Jeſu's Wounds ! how 8 
Sounds it in my Ears and Heart ? 

Nothing ſurely like that Blood, | 
Can ſuch ſolid Bliſs — 'F 

© tis moſt divine 

Weary Sinners hither fly, 

Laden with your Crimſon Sin, 
This Blots out che dreadful Sad | 
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HY Suff ringe then and bloody Death, 


1 My Heart ſhall e re retain; 
= And earneſtly I'll ſhun what gives, 
| Both Thee and me ſuch Pain : 
For nothing now in all the World, 
Howe er ſo ſeeming nice, 
Shall yield me any farther Joy, 
Nought but my Ranſom Price; 


aer, Go wed Eerie 
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Hereto we chearful ſay, amen 117 
Holy Lamb, who thee receive 5 
Hence nothing will we know beſide „ 0 
I ſing of one who martyrd was 
I hope our Saviour don't forget 10 
* all Praiſe i is due to thee 22 


3 . 
be my Light and ſure Defence, 
though ſo very ſinful, and ſo poor 

I have taſted Canaan's Grapes, 

In holy Proceſſion 

| Jeſu, Thou Sinner loving Lord 

Is there a Thing beneath the Sky 

I thirſt, thou wounded Lamb of God 


T've thought, ; and thought, and thought again. By 


I ſure am thine, ſince thou haſt died 

I ſtand amaz'd 

Let all our Saviour's Friends agree 

Lamb, Lamb, O Lamb 

Look up my Soul, and fee thy God 
Lamb on whom thy Church is dl 

Lamb, Lamb, O Lamb, my Sacrifice 

Lamb! Lamb! O Lamb! fo 

Lift up, O great High-Prieſt thy Hand 
Lo! he cometh, countleſs Trumpets 

Lord with this guilty Heart of Mine, 

Lamb, who'rt ſo beloved 

My Lord, my . Lord, I ſee 


My Soul, dear Saviour, loves thy Name ſo well 


My very dear Saviour 
My wounded Prince, thy choſen Race 
My Saviour, Thou didſt ſhed 
My wounded Prince enthron'd on high 
My Faith ſhall triumph o'er the Grave 
No more with trembling Heart I try 
Now have found the Ground, wherein 


No farther go To night, but ſtay 


Now will I fall before the Lamb 

Now will we go and filent be 

No Condemnation reaches thoſe N 

No ſhall thy bleeding Heart — 
Now my conquer'd Spirit 

O Deareſt Saviour whole Jam 

O come let us join . 


greatly tryd 


Pr 
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O dear Immanuel, fooliſh Men 
O Church, God's Fulneſs, how 
O tell me no more 

O Jeſu! Son of GOD 


O deareſt Saviour might wy Heart 


O Father dear! 

O the Wounds of Jeſus! 

O Head ſo full of Bruiſes 

© thou the faireſt of Mankind 

O Lord of Hoſts 

O had my Soul ten Thouſand ” LANE 
Praiſes to thee, God Holy Ghoſt, we ſend 
Righteous art thou, O God, yet let me e plead | 


Riſe thou highly favour d 


See him upon mount Calvary 
Say, Prieſteſs of Jeſus attending beneath 
See World, upon the bloody Tree 


The Lamb is ſlain, how ſweet s the Sound ? 


Thanks to the Lamb I once was 4 
Thou firſt begotten Son 

The Doctrine of our dying Lord 

The Deeds of the Lamb 

To Jeſus the ſlain 

To him on the Croſs 

The Saviour's Blood and Righteouſneſs 
To Jeſus e'er the Worlds were made 
Tho" near two thouſand Years ago 
The Clefts of the Rock 


Thou deareſt Lamb, thy being ſlaughterd ſo 


Thou whom thron'd in Heaven we know 
The Wounds on Thee beſtow'd 

Thro' all our Congregations, lo 

The Love of Chriſt ſhall us inſpire 

Thou, who with Sinners ſmitten art 


1161 Thou Soul's beſt Friend, thou tender Heart 
117] The Lamb with all his Grief and Smart 


1 
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125J Teach me yet more of thy bleſt Ways 
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The fr begotten Son of God 
The Lamb is lain, let us adore 
The Soul of Chriſt, me ſanctify 

Thou Jeſus art our King 
Teach us, O Lord, thy Croſs's Myſtery 
The Croſs, the Croſs, O that's my Gain! 
The Lamb, che Church's Lord, and Head 
Think on thy Son's moſt bitter Death 

Thou who ſo near us art, more near 


Thou Lamb once Slain ! whoſe flaming Eyes 


Thou Saviour, my Good Shepherd art 
Thy Eyes, thy Mouth, thy Side 

| That Jeſus loves his Church is ſurely true 
To God on High all Glory be 
Thy Suff rings then and bloody Death 
: Unſpotted Lamb of God 
When thou dear Saviour didſt aſcend 
What Mercy hath the Saviour fhew'd 
What 15 1t, wounded bleeding Love 


Without the Camp, beyond Jerus'lem's Gate tre 


Wouldft thou, my Soul, the Father fee ? 
Who, who can this believe, who can eſpy 
With Gladneſs will we waiting ſtand 
Who calls him poor, nor feels within 
Who would be well acquainted 

Where agonizing Bl | 
What my Soul ſhould bow thee down 


What then is our Anſwer, when aſk'd who we are 86 


What Joy or Honour could we have 
| When Jeſus Chriſt is nigh my Heart 
When l in Faith to Calc ry come 


With bended Knees and Heart, before the Tree 


| Welcome among thy choſen Flock 

What Praiſe unto the Lamb is due 

You, who the Croſs's Subjects are 

Ye Arms of Love, once pierc'd with Nails 
Your Thanks, ye Children, to the — ſend 
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